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Poet’s  Corner 


SOMETIME 


EVENING  IN  AUTUMN 


Beside  the  white  washed  window  pane, 
Listening  to  wind-songs  ebb  and  fall, 

I am  wanned  by  an  ogre  feasting 
On  ancient  logs  in  a cave  in  the  wall. 

I perch  on  a cushion  and  sip  my  tea, 
And  mend  some  aged  fragile  stuff. 
Quietly  wrapped  in  complacency 
When  echoes  whisper,  “ This  isn’t 
enough.” 

My  thoughts  are  constantly  vagabond 
Wandering  off  from  my  window  seat. 
Throwing  showers  of  foolishness 
Over  my  well-planned  days  of  deceit. 

7 prattle  away  at  the  part  of  myself 
That  deals  in  Once-But-N  ever-Again; 
But  intentions  plop  down  in  my  luke- 
warm tea 

Like  selfish  drops  of  golden  rain. 

—LAURA  MORTON 


Sometimes 
The  world 
Bends  in  the  center 
And  the  trees 
Tilt. 

Sometimes 
The  clouds 
Converge  and  hide 
The  tilted  trees. 

The  wind, 

By  blowing, 

Rights  the  trees, 
Scatters  clouds. 
Unbends  the  ivorld. 
Sometime 
The  wind 
Will  not  be 

Strong  enough  to  clear 
The  world’s 
Confusion. 


—LAURA 


LATE  AUTUMN 


A cold  wind  blows  December’s  breath 
Through  naked  trees  along  the  shore 
And  as  I sail  home  in  the  dusk 
I notice  winter  more  and  more. 

The  wind  kicks  up  an  icy  wake. 

The  main  sheet  freezes  in  my  hand. 
The  smoke  swirls  from  the  chimney 
tops 

Along  the  settled  fringe  of  land. 

The  grayness  deepens  in  the  sky. 

I pass  a hill  where  cattle  low. 

The  ivorld  seems  pausing  in  a hush: 
And  then  there  falls  a flake  of  snow. 


—CAROL  CUSHARD 
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M The  Old  Line  Girl  of  the  Month, 
Margie  Foster,  will  lend  beauty, 
talent,  and  spirit  to  the  home- 
coming game  tomorrow. 


Out 


by 

fred 

sheer 


station  sleeps  in  the  deep  blackness 
of  the  night.  Only  its  weatherbeaten 
crown  glistens  in  the  silvery  rays  of  the 
winter  harvest  moon.  The  surroundings 
lie  in  stillness  and  gloom.  No  leaves 
rustle  or  winds  wail.  No  sounds  of 
humans  or  animals  can  be  heard.  No 
autos  or  airplanes  break  the  solid 
vacuum  of  silence.  Nothing  here  is 
conscious  of  the  crisp  air  that  moves 
like  a silent  mourner  and  leaves  every- 
thing as  cold  as  a fortnight  corpse.  Not 
even  the  lonelv  baggage  cart  aging  in 
rust  is  aware.  It  sleeps  as  does  its 
sheltering  companion,  this  station. 

Gloom  hasn’t,  however,  overtaken 
the  bricks  that  line  the  station  plat- 


form on  both  sides.  Thev  dazzle  in 
silvery  white  brilliance,  complimenting 
that  crown  that  hovers  over  them.  This 
light  brings  out  the  majestic  curves  of 
the  black  oxidizing  station  lamps  stand- 
ing erect  and  dark  on  the  heavenlit 
bricks. 

The  darkness  is  predominant  in  the 
deep  avenue  of  shining  steel  rails 
supported  by  sticks  of  rotting  wood 
and  stretching  a thousand  on  either 
side. 

Then,  as  if  by  warning,  a green  light 
appears  down  the  track  from  a distance. 
It  sends  an  eerie  glow  piercing  the 
ebony  atmosphere.  A brilliant  vellow 
glow  lights  up  the  entire  curve  in  the 
opposite  direction  and  continues  to 
progress  nearer  like  a swift  cyclops 
racing  to  overtake  its  enemy.  It  moves 
constantly  closer  and  stays  constantly 
silent.  Suddenly,  alarmingly,  the  bells 
at  the  tops  of  the  posts  of  the  crossing 
signs,  standing  like  sentries  at  attention, 
begin  to  clang  almost  panicly.  This  is 


joined  bv  the  flashing  of  their  four  red 
eves.  At  that  moment  it  seems  like  all 
modes  of  transportation  must  meet. 
Overhead  the  dull  droning  of  an  air- 
plane with  its  wings  spread  out  against 
the  night  sky  like  those  of  a searching 
nighthawk  is  heard.  Autos  slow  down 
as  if  by  a terrible  fear  of  something 
awesome,  and  are  finally  stopped  by 
the  guards  of  the  crossing  before  they 
are  obliviated.  The  mournful  wail  of 
this  one-eyed  monster  breaks  all  the 
calm  and  silence  and  the  trees  and 
shrubs  along  its  path  begin  to  shake 
and  quiver. 

Closer  and  closer  that  bright  orbit 
comes  looming  out  of  the  murky  North. 
Louder  and  louder  it  gets  until  the 
final  pounce.  The  old  station  shudders 
while  the  ground  rumbles  and  quakes. 
The  monster  roars  and  wails  deaffen- 
inglv.  Its  sides  are  lit  up  and  show 
human  life.  The  beast  passes  clacking 
and  hissing.  The  last  of  its  tail  dis- 
appears into  the  brighter  South  night. 
Only  the  blinking  end  lights  are  still 
visible. 

The  earth  quakes  no  more.  The  plane 
and  autos  are  gone.  The  trees  and 
shrubs  have  settled  down  and  are 
quiet.  Everything  is  again  swallowed 
up  in  a soundless  envelope.  Darkness 
is  everywhere  except  on  the  crown  of 
this  building  and  on  the  steel  avenue 
of  rails.  The  station  sleeps  in  the  deep 
blackness  of  the  night. 
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he  would  even  stop  for  a short  conver- 
sation, as  passers-by  stared  curiouslv. 

He  ran  the  last  two  blocks,  barelv 
having  time  for  a hurried  “hi”  to  his 
imaginary  friends.  When  he  arrived  at 
the  school  gate  he  was  surprised  at  the 
number  of  people  filling  the  yard. 
There  were  several  “grown-ups”  busv 
talking  to  each  other.  They  seemed 
more  excited  about  the  first  day  of 
school  than  Jodi. 

Jodi  advanced  toward  the  tall  door- 
way. He  felt  as  though  people  were 
watching  him  so  he  turned  and  said 
hello  to  everyone  he  passed.  He  had 
not  expected  them  to  ignore  him,  but 
he  decided  they  were  just  shy  at  first. 

As  he  walked  up  the  steps  he  saw 
a large  boy  standing  in  the  doorway 
with  a few  older  people  around  him. 
Jodi  felt  excited.  The  bov  was  probably 
a football  player  and  a very  important 
person  at  school. 

Jodi  stopped  two  steps  below  the 
boy  and  smiling  he  looked  up  and  said, 
“Hi.  Mv  name’s  Jodi.” 

The  bov  sneered  and  answered,  “Go 
home,  nigger!” 

THE  END 


Jti 


Jodi  blinked  at  the  early  morning  sun 
streaming  in  his  bedroom  window.  He 
was  late!  No.  The  tarnished  clock  by 
his  bed  said  7:34.  He  was  early. 

Jodi  dressed  slowly  and  carefully, 
donning  his  clean,  neatly-patched  trou- 
sers and  best  shirt.  The  clock  said  8:00 
and  Jodi  scrambled  down  the  stairs, 
catching  his  foot  on  a worn  place  in 
the  carpet. 

The  smell  of  oatmeal  forced  its  wav 
from  the  kitchen.  Ugh!  It  was  almost 
as  if  this  were  any  morning— as  if  his 
mother  did  not  know  what  today  was. 

Today  was  the  first  day  of  school. 

“Today  is  the  first  day  of  school,” 
Jodi  announced  as  he  climbed  into  his 
chair.  “Of  junior  high  school,”  he 
added  for  emphasis  and  sat  verv 
straight-backed,  feeling  quite  old  and 
mature. 

“Junior  high  school  . . . junior  high 
school  ...”  he  mumbled  half-audibly 
through  mouthfuls  of  oatmeal. 

Today  the  lonely  summer  would 
end.  Today  he  would  meet  friends 
who  will  come  to  visit  him. 

“May  I bring  some  friends  home 
from  school?”  Jodi  asked  hopefully. 
His  mother  nodded  and  Jodi  rose  from 
the  table  with  conviction,  deciding  to 
sav  hello  to  everyone  he  saw.  He 
wrinkled  his  evebrows  and  thought. 
Soon  he  would  have  so  many  friends 
that  he  would  have  to  start  saving  his 
money  now  to  buy  Christmas  presents 
for  them  all. 

On  the  way  to  school  Jodi  rehearsed 
bv  speaking  to  imaginary  figures  pass- 
ing him  on  the  sidewalk.  Occasionally 
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^ Senior  coed  rises  in  agony  after 
being  trampled  bv  a group  of  Fresh- 
men at  registration. 


“Louise,  I just  can’t  understand  why 
you  got  a bid  and  I didn’t.” 


Fraternity  bovs  gailv  greet  the  new 
y rushees. 
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◄ 

Upper  classmen  enjoy  their 
privilege  of  walking  on  the 
grass. 


Dining  Hall  revamped. 

T 


► 

First  freshman  ROTC  Drill. 


“Dammit!  Mv  first  dean  slip.” 

▼ 
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by  paid  cardaci 


Won  7 
Catch 
Me 
in  the 
Rye 


If  you  really  want  to  know  the  truth,  I never  went  for 
1 this  Frank  Merriweather  sort  of  crap.  The  fact  is  I’ve 
always  hated  football,  fraternities,  and  that  sort  of  thing.  It 
makes  me  sick.  It  really  does.  That’s  probably  why  I didn’t 
like  college  and  all.  I really  didn’t. 

Now  I’ll  fill  you  in.  The  reason  you’re  so  mixed  up  now 
is  because  I’m  starting  in  the  middle  of  the  story.  You  know 
how  they  do  in  the  movies  and  all.  If  you  want  to  know  the 
truth,  I still  hate  movies  so  don’t  ever  mention  them  to  me. 
Actually  I do  like  how  they  start  in  the  middle  and  all  but 
that’s  the  only  part  I like.  Bov  I eat  that  up.  I reallv  do. 
But  anyway  I’ll  start  my  story  now.  It  will  probably  bore 
you  stiff  like  it  does  me,  but  you  have  to  start  someplace. 
I mean  if  you’re  going  to  write  and  all. 

My  name  is  Holdon  Ryefield.  Really  neat,  huh?  Well  if 
you  haven’t  read  my  other  book  you  really  lost  but  I’ll  try 
to  fill  you  in.  Remember  when  they  sent  me  to  the  head- 
shrinker— you  know  the  hospital  I called  it  in  the  other 
book.  I guess  I was  too  embarrassed  to  call  it  an  institution. 
I really  was.  Well  anyway  when  I got  out  my  father  bought 
a farm  because  he  didn’t  want  Phoebe  hanging  around 
Central  Park  roller  skating  and  all.  You  remember  old 
Phoebe,  good  old  Phoebe,  my  kid  sister.  Well  anyway  my 
father  bought  this  farm  and  right  away  I was  happy  because 
I was  getting  this  field  of  rve.  I always  wanted  a field  of  rye. 
I really  did.  D.  B.  lives  with  us  there,  too.  You  remember  D. 
B.  He’s  the  writer  with  the  Jaguar.  Well  anyway  old  D.  B. 
quit  prostituting  himself  to  the  movies.  Guess  why?  This 
will  kill  you.  He  hates  the  way  they  start.  You  know  in  the 
middle  and  all.  He  really  does.  So  anyway  I finished  high 
school  on  the  farm.  I reallv  did,  right  straight  through  the 
damn  mail  and  all.  They  even  sent  my  diploma  through  the 
mail.  They  reallv  did.  You  know  how  prep  schools  used  to 
make  me  puke.  They  really  did.  It’s  not  that  I didn’t  like 
them.  It  was  just  all  the  phony  people  and  all.  They  were 
so  jerkv.  They  really  were.  I feel  sorry  for  them.  I really  do. 

Well  anyway  when  I got  my  diploma  I decided  to  go  to 
college.  You  see  I never  thought  college  people  were  phonv. 
I reallv  didn’t.  So  I decided  to  go  to  this  school  down  in  old 
Maryland.  But  this  time  I went  to  school  for  a reason.  I 
really  did.  I wanted  to  find  out  if  sorority  girls  keep  their 
kings  in  the  back  row.  I was  reallv  interested.  You  probably 
think  Old  Holdon  is  nuts  by  now.  You  really  must.  I don’t 
blame  you.  I really  don’t.  But  you  know  what  the  funny 
part  of  it  is— they  don’t  even  play  checkers  at  college.  They 
reallv  don’t.  All  they  do  is  play  bridge.  Boy,  does  that  kill 


me.  It  really  does.  I also  went  to  college  to  study  philosophy. 
You  see  I have  a lot  of  friends  that  I write  to.  1 never  invite 
them  down  to  the  farm  though.  They  depress  the  hell  out 
of  me.  They  really  do.  But  anyway  when  I want  to  sound 
real  suave  and  sophistocated  in  my  letters  1 start  throwing 
around  these  philosophers’  names  and  these  real  surfacey 
concepts  and  all.  You  know,  real  aesthetic  and  all.  But  any- 
way I’m  really  interested  in  philosophy.  I really  am. 

Actually,  I only  lasted  two  days  in  college.  You  know 
why?  Because  I hate  rules.  Boy  do  colleges  have  rules.  They 
really  do.  First  of  all  freshmen  have  to  wear  beanies  all  the 


Well  anyway  I’ll  tell  you  why  I quit  college.  You  see  on 
the  second  day  I was  supposed  to  register.  Boy  was  that 
awful.  All  those  people  running  around  just  to  get  in  line. 
Boy  were  they  phony.  Hurry  up  and  wait.  I could  have 
puked.  I really  could  have.  Well  anyway  after  I registered 
I went  out  and  sat  down  on  the  grass.  Boy  I love  grass, 
green  grass  and  all.  Well  anyway  this  upperclass  character 
comes  along  and  yells  real  collegiate  like,  “Hold  on  there 
Rvefield,  you  know  frosh  aren’t  allowed  on  the  grass.”  Boy 
did  I get  mad.  I really  did.  It’s  not  that  I minded  getting 
off  the  damn  grass,  it  was  just  that  I was  thinking.  I was 


time.  But  that  wasn’t  so  bad.  I turned  mine  around  back- 
wards and  wore  it  all  the  time.  I really  did.  Even  when  I 
went  to  bed.  It  reminded  me  of  the  hunting  cap  I bought  in 
New  York.  You  remember  the  red  one  I wore  all  the  time. 
In  fact  I’ve  got  it  on  now.  Backwards  and  all.  I really  do. 

Bet  you  can’t  guess  who  my  roomate  was.  Good  ole 
Ackly.  You  remember  Acklv,  the  pimply-faced  guy  with  the 
green  teeth.  You  know  he’s  still  a real  peach,  old  Acklv 
baby.  A real  queen.  I guess  you’ve  noticed  I don’t  swear 
much  anymore.  I really  don’t.  You  know  why?  Because 
Phoebe  doesn’t  like  it  and  I don’t  think  Ally  would  either. 
You  remember  Allv,  my  kid  brother  that’s  dead.  You  know 
the  one  with  the  red  hair.  Well  anyway  I don’t  swear  much 
anymore.  Sometimes  I slip  though.  Then  I tell  Ally  and 
Phoebe  I’m  sorry  and  I reallv  am  most  of  the  time.  I really 
am. 


trying  to  figure  out  what  happens  to  the  ducks  in  Central 
Park  in  the  winter.  You  know  when  there’s  ice  and  all.  I 
really  was.  Boy  are  these  college  guys  phony.  You  can’t 
even  think.  You  reallv  can’t.  So  I got  up,  went  to  the  dorm 
and  packed.  I reallv  got  the  hell  out  of  there.  I really  did. 
I didn’t  even  stop  in  Washington.  I went  straight  to  the 
farm.  Boy  do  I hate  college.  I really  do.  So  don’t  ever 
mention  it  to  me. 

Now  I’m  home  on  the  farm  waiting  for  Phoebe.  She  is  in 
school  now.  When  she  comes  home  we’re  going  to  play  in 
my  field  of  rye.  I’ve  made  a place  where  she  and  her 
friends  can  roller  skate.  Boy  is  it  neat.  A concourse  right  in 
the  center  of  the  field.  I watch  them  all  the  time.  Cute  little 
Phoebe  and  her  friends.  They  kill  me.  They  really  do.  Boy 
I hope  no  one  ever  tries  to  take  the  field  from  me.  I really 
do,  because  I think  I’d  kill  them.  I reallv  would. 
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There  was  once  upon  a time  a poor  widow  who  had  an 
only  son  named  Jack  and  a cow  named  Milky- White.  All 
they  had  to  live  on  was  the  milk  that  the  cow  gave  every 
morning,  which  they  carried  to  the  market  and  sold.  But 
one  morning  Milky-White  gave  no  milk  and  they  didn’t 
know  what  to  do. 

“What  shall  we  do,  what  shall  we  do?”  said  the  kindly 
old  widow,  wringing  her  hands. 

“Cheer  up,  Mother.  I’ll  go  and  get  work  somewhere,” 
said  Jack. 

“We’ve  tried  that  before,  and  nobody  would  take  you 
because  you’re  so  very  young  and  delicate,”  said  his  mother. 
“We  must  sell  Milky- White  and  with  the  money  start  a 
shop  or  something.” 

“All  right,”  said  Jack  to  his  wonderful,  loving  mother. 
“It’s  market  day,  and  I’ll  soon  sell  Milky -White,  and  then 
we’ll  see  what  we  can  do.” 

So  he  took  the  cow’s  halter  in  his  hand,  and  off  he  started. 
“Who  does  mv  old  ladv  think  I’m  going  to  unload  this 
fat,  stupid  cow  on?”  thought  Jack  to  himself.  “I  think  I’ll 
ditch  it  at  the  glue  factory  and  spend  the  rest  of  the  after- 
noon at  the  track.” 

He  hadn’t  gone  far  when  he  met  a funny-looking  old  man 
who  said  to  him:  “Good  morning,  Jack.” 

“Out  of  the  way,  gramps.  I’m  busy,”  snapped  Jack. 

“But  I’d  like  to  talk  to  you,  my  boy.” 

“How  did  you  know  my  name,  baldy?  Are  you  one  of 
Frank  Costello’s  hoods?”  said  Jack,  cautiously  reaching  for 
his  automatic. 

“No,”  replied  the  old  man. 

“Well,  whoever  you  are,  you  can  go  back  and  tell  your 
boss  there’s  no  room  for  two  outfits  around  here.  Me  and 
the  Georgetown  Knife-Fighters  run  this  ward,”  said  Jack 
as  he  brought  the  butt  of  his  .45  automatic  down  smartly 
behind  the  old  man’s  left  ear. 

“But  you  don’t  understand,”  said  the  gray-haired  old 
man,  writhing  in  pain  at  Jack’s  feet,  “I’m  a fairy.” 

“You  sure  are,”  said  Jack. 

“I  want  to  buy  that  cow.  I wonder  if  you  know  how  many 
beans  make  five.” 

(Continued  on  page  21) 
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oger  Wiley  acquired  the  nickname 
i “Creep”  in  junior  high  school  and 
he  hated  it.  He  accepted  it,  too.  What 
else  could  he  do?  But  he  hated  it. 

He  did  not  know  how  to  make 
friends  in  school  or  out  of  school.  He 
did  not  try  very  hard.  He  knew  he  had 
a pimply  face  and  buck-teeth,  but  he 
did  not  do  much  about  them.  He 
used  a deodorant  and  he  bathed  every 
night.  No  matter  how  much  deodorant 
he  used  or  how  much  he  bathed,  thev 
still  called  him  “Creep.” 

He  read  a great  deal.  He  even  liked 
to  read  and  he  understood  some  of  it. 
He  wasn’t  very  bright  in  school  and 
yet  he  wasn’t  dumb.  When  the  teachers 
called  on  him  he  didn’t  answer.  He 
was  usually  daydreaming. 

In  the  seventh  grade,  Miss  Bigelow, 
who  wore  pince-nez  glasses  and  had 
spindly  legs  and  must  have  been  a 
hundred  years  old,  wrote  a letter  to 
Roger  Wiley’s  mother.  It  said: 

“Please  come  in  for  a conference 
about  Roger  at  your  earliest  conven- 
ience.” 

Roger’s  mother  went  in. 

“He’s  having  a problem  adjusting.” 
“He’s  always  been  a problem,  Miss 
Bigelow.” 

“Is  anything  bothering  him?” 


“How  do  you  mean,  Miss  Bigelow?” 
“At  home?” 

“Oh  no.  Miss  Bigelow.” 

“What  does  he  do  at  home?” 

“Locks  himself  in  his  room  and 
reads.” 

“Reads?  What  does  he  read?” 
“Good  heavens,  I don’t  know.  Miss 
Bigelow.” 

“Comic  books?” 

“No,  I don’t  think  so.  At  least  I’ve 
never  seen  any  around.” 

“Does  he  have  any  friends?” 

“Just  one.” 

“Does  his  friend  go  to  school  here?” 
“No.  No,  Billy  is  too  ill  to  go  to 
school.  He’s  been  sick  for  a long  time, 
with  TB  or  something.  Thev  think  he’s 
going  to  die  soon.” 

“Does  he  visit  this  sick  bov  often?” 
“Everyday.” 

“Well,  Mrs.  Wvlie,  Roger’s  school- 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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New  Opportunities 
to  Get  Ahead 
Are  Opening  Now  at 


BALTIMORE  GAS  AND 


ELECTRIC 


COMPANY 


You  will  find  unlimited  scope  for  ambition  and  abil- 
ity in  this  GROWTH  INDUSTRY.  Baltimore  Gas  and 
Electric,  one  of  America’s  foremost  utilities,  has  more 
than  doubled  electric  generating  capacity  in  the  past 
ten  years;  tripled  its  sales  of  gas.  During  the  next  five 
years,  about  $230,000,000  will  he  spent  in  expanding 
facilities  to  keep  pace  with  service  demands. 

WHAT  THIS  MEANS  TO  YOU.  Our  policy  is  to  promote 
from  within.  College  graduates  will  enter  a fast-moving, 
fast-developing  company  where  there  is  plenty  of  room 
to  advance  rapidly  and  able  men  can  be  confident  of  a 
successful,  interesting,  well-paying  career. 

POSITIONS  AVAILABLE.  We  have  immediate  placement 
for  graduates  in  engineering — electrical,  mechanical, 
civil,  industrial,  chemical — in  accounting  and  business 
administration.  Our  operations  comprise  all  phases  of 
the  utility  business  from  planning  and  constructing  new 
generating  plants  to  sales  engineering  for  industrial  cus- 
tomers. The  varied  nature  of  this  work  offers  unusual 
opportunities  to  develop  your  capabilities  and  increase 
earning  power.  It  also  offers  many  areas  to  find  the  type 
of  work  of  greatest  interest,  where  your  talents  can  best 
be  applied.  Merit  increases  and  promotions  are  based  on 
individual  ability. 

TRAINING  AND  ADVANCED  STUDIES.  We  have 
thorough  training  programs,  in  which  you  work  closely 
with  engineers  of  broad  experience.  Advanced  studies 
are  facilitated  by  our  Educational  Assistance  Plan  where- 
by complete  financing,  with  refund  of  tuition  and  fees 
is  offered  to  those  who  complete  approved  courses. 

THE  UTILITY  INDUSTRY  commands  attention  of  young 
men  with  vision  and  initiative.  The  service  motif  pre- 


dominates. It  reaches — and  benefits — every  economic 
class,  to  make  living  better  ...  in  the  home,  on  the  job. 
New  advances  in  production,  distribution  and  utilization 
point  to  a future  even  more  spectacular  than  its  past. 
There  is  stability  that  makes  it  possible  to  plan  your 
future  constructively.  You  enjoy  the  prestige  of  being 
identified  with  an  organization  that  represents  business 
leadership  in  every  community  it  serves. 

BALTIMORE  GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  serves  a 2,300  sq  mi 
area,  fronting  on  Chesapeake  Bay,  which  comprises  one 
of  America’s  major  metropolitan  and  industrial  centers, 
and  a seaport  of  first  magnitude.  It  serves  half  a million 
electric  customers,  over  365,000  gas  customers;  with 
personnel  of  over  8,000.  You  will  work  amid  the  latest 
developments  in  electric  and  gas  production  and  distri- 
bution. You  will  enjoy  the  advantage  of  liberal  per- 
sonnel policies,  congenial  working  conditions  with  able 
associates,  and  an  atmosphere  of  high  morale.  Job 
benefits  are  many  and  important;  relating  to  vacations, 
sickness,  hospitalization,  life  insurance,  social  activities, 
retirement,  and  other  features. 


WRITE  FOR  LITERATURE 

describing  operations  and  oppor- 
tunities here.  Our  representatives 
visit  many  campuses.  Ask  your 
placement  director  to  arrange  an 
interview,  or  write  J.  W.  Ca- 
rothers.  Manager,  Personnel  De- 
partment, Baltimore  Gas  and 
Electric  Company,  I612-N  Lex- 
ington Building,  Baltimore  3,  Md. 


LIVING  . . Baltimore  is  surrounded  by 
suburbs  within  easy  reach.  It  takes  Bill 
Koch  (Cornell  ’48)  less  than  half  an  hour 
from  his  home  to  his  duties  as  Engineer  in 
the  Electric  Distribution  Dept. 


WORKING  . . Engineers  can  make  fast 
progress.  Bernie  Trueschler  (JIIU  ’47), 
left,  is  Supt.  Gas  & Steam  Engrg.  Art 
Lundvall  (U  of  Md  ’50)  is  Asst.  Ch.  Engr. 
of  our  newest  steam-electric  plant. 


PLAYING  . . Chesapeake  Bay  sports — 
sailing,  swimming,  fishing,  hunting — are 
minutes  away;  ocean  and  mountains  a 
few  hours.  Here’s  Graham  Mattocks  (NC 
State  ’48),  Asst.  Supt.  Gas  Main  & Serv. 


KEEP  THOSE 


SIX-GUNS 

e 

OILED 


Frederick  Jackson  Turner  was 
wrong,  incredibly  wrong.  His  “frontier 
theory”  is  a boodle  of  unimaginative 
drivel.  Turner,  however,  is  not  the  only 
historian  guilty  of  purveying  pure  non- 
sense. His  recent  and  contemporary 
colleagues— in  short,  the  whole  mawk- 
ish race  of  scholars  concentrating  their 
studies  on  the  settling  of  the  American 
West  — should  amble  shoulder-to- 
shoulder  down  a path  to  obscurity, 
contrite,  and  ashamed,  their  gangren- 
ous heads  held  low. 

For  they  have  done  a contemptible 
thing.  They  have  scorned  fancy,  they 
have  ambushed  and  executed  romance. 
Historians  of  the  West  belong  to  the 
same  detestable  breed  of  quacks  who 
sneer  at  the  treasured  myth  of  little 
Georgie  Washington  and  the  cherrv 
tree,  or  who  solemnly  declare  that  Abe 
Lincoln  did  not  free  the  poor  slaves. 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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Old  Line  £ jirl  of  the  11  loath 


This  month’s  Old  Line  girl  should  make  many  of  the  old 
grads  returning  for  Homecoming  wish  they  were  back  at 
the  old  Alma  Mater  again.  The  lovely,  by  the  way,  is 
Margie  Foster,  an  education  major  from  University  Park. 
As  a sophomore,  Margie  has  already  made  quite  a name  for 
herself  by  placing  second  in  the  Miss  Washington  contest 
this  past  summer.  This  Tri  Delt  cutie  also  has  that  rare 
combination  of  beauty  and  brains.  Last  year  she  achieved 
a four  point  average  while  being  active  in  majorettes  and 
dramatics.  Quite  a girl,  but  remember  the  old  saying,  “Get 
behind  the  team,  but  stay  off  the  field.” 
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VLADZENSKY 


by 

carol  applestein 


The  young  man  stepped  up  to  the  platform.  The  audience 
was  waiting  for  him  to  speak,  waiting  to  hear  what  he  had 
to  say.  What  did  he  have  to  say?  What  could  he  say?  The 
comrades  were  sitting  with  the  rest  of  them— watching, 
waiting,  listening.  The  comrades  were  the  people’s  friends. 
They  helped  the  people— helped  them  to  go  to  jail,  helped 
them  to  die  quickly  if  they  spoke  their  minds.  Vladzensky 
was  ambitious  for  his  people,  Vladzensky  was  no  longer 
alive. 

He  had  helped  his  people.  He  had  owned  a radio  set, 
and  everyone  in  the  community  would  sit  about  it  late  in 
the  evening  and  listen  to  men  speak  of  cars  and  universities 
and  freedom.  Then  he  would  quickly  turn  off  the  set  and 
sit  about  and  make  small  talk,  just  in  case— just  in  case. 
Years  ago,  men  and  women  would  stay  at  night  at 
Vladzensky’s  house.  But  they  would  be  gone  by  the  time 
armed  Party  members  came  in  search  of  escaped  prisoners 
the  next  day. 

Vladzensky  had  defied  the  Party  at  every  turn.  Vladzensky 
had  spoken  too  strongly,  too  loudly,  too  freely.  Vladzensky 
was  no  longer  alive. 

At  the  time  the  school  teacher  was  a Party  member,  the 
children  would  not  say,  in  place  of  their  morning  prayers, 
that  the  Party  leader  was  “the  almighty  ruler.”  Vladzensky 
saw  to  that.  The  telephone  operator  was  a Party  member; 
so  the  people  no  longer  communicated  by  phone.  Vladzensky 
saw  to  that.  And  when  a member  of  the  community  took 
the  Party’s  cause,  he  was  ostracised  by  the  others.  Vlad- 
zensky saw  to  that. 

Vladzensky  had  been  a good  man.  He  was  a kind  hus- 
band, a good  father,  an  understanding  companion.  He  had 
been  strong  physically  and  emotionally.  He  had  yearned 
for  freedom  and  said  so  too  often,  too  openly,  too  freely. 
Vladzensky  had  to  be  stopped. 

The  young  man  on  the  platform  glanced  at  the  audience 
once  more  before  beginning  his  speech  and  waited,  remem- 
bering. He  was  Vladzensky’s  son— a Party  member,  and 
his  father’s  murderer. 
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What  does  the  1957  college  student 
worry  about  the  most?  Grades? 
Finances?  Social  acceptance?  Yes,  they 
worry  about  all  of  these.  But  their 
chief  concern  can  be  stated  in  one 
word:  the  future. 

In  order  to  remove  some  of  the  ten- 
sions and  doubts  about  the  future  from 
the  minds  of  Maryland  students,  I am 
herewith  presenting  a group  of  predic- 
tions for  the  future.  These  predictions 
encompass  the  next  four  years,  thus 
enabling  most  of  us  to  graduate  before 
our  feelings  of  insecurity  return.  This 
is  what  you  may  expect  before  1962: 


by  dick 


1.  The  cost  of  living  in  the  Wash- 
ington area  will  rise  rapidly,  reaching 
a price  peak  in  1959  of  $4.27  a fifth 
and  $4.53  a case. 

2.  Rock-and-roll  will  be  replaced 
by  music. 

3.  The  deodorant  business  will  col- 
lapse completely  as  surgeons  discover 
and  exploit  an  economical  armpit 
removal. 

4.  Professor  S.  Rosentwig  McSeigal 
of  this  University  will  lead  the  United 
States  to  its  triumph  in  the  1960 
Olympic  Games.  He  will  capture  gold 
medals  in  the  broad  throw  and  the 
Polly  Adler  Invitational  Mile. 

5.  Enrollment  in  the  nation’s  col- 
leges will  suffer  a sharp  decline  begin- 
ning in  1958  due  to  a nationwide 
campus  epidemic  of  mononucleosis. 

6.  Children’s  television  shows  will 
present  programs  of  a more  educa- 
tional nature,  instructing  young  view- 


ers in  how  to  prepare  crib  sheets,  etc. 

7.  Colleges  across  the  nation  will 
employ  eunuchs  to  guard  girls’  dorms 
against  pantv  raids. 

8.  The  traditional  “dink”  will  be 
abandoned  in  favor  of  space  helmets; 
freshmen  girls’  nametags  will  include 
phone  numbers  and  measurements. 

9.  The  best  film  of  1958  will  be  a 
four-hour  epic  entitled  “Bonzo  Goes 
To  College  With  A Monkey  On  His 
Back.”  Bonzo,  the  comical  chimp,  will 
really  go  ape  in  this  film  to  capture  the 
best  actor  award. 

10.  In  government,  Nejla  Ates  will 
be  hired  by  Uncle  Sam  to  establish  the 
new  Department  of  Navel  Affairs  in 
Washington. 

11.  The  ratio  of  women  drivers  to 
men  will  reach  2 to  1 and  traffic  direc- 
tors will  adopt  extra  wide  highways  for 
women  only. 

12.  The  principal  speaker  at  the 


Wilson 


1958  commencement  exercises  will  be 
Professor  Snotty  O’Lipschnitz,  noted 
authority  on  African  golf.  He  will 
speak  on  the  timely  theme,  “A  Running 
Nose  Gathers  No  Moss.” 

13.  Miss  Zenith  Q.  Jones  of  South 
Philadelphia  will  be  crowned  “Miss 
America  of  1958”  at  Atlantic  City  after 
capturing  the  hearts  of  the  crowd  with 
a spectacular  switchblade  knife  dem- 
onstration in  the  talent  contest. 

14.  Henrietta  “No  Nose”  Casmopi- 
polis  of  Foggy  Bottom  will  be  crowned 
“Miss  College  Football,  U.S.A.”  after 
scoring  three  touchdowns  in  Okla- 
homa’s Soup  Bowl  triumph  over 
Ursinus. 

15.  Milo  Wong  will  win  the  1959 
Pulitzer  Prize  for  his  searing  novel  on 
the  call-girl  rackets,  “Life  Is  Just  A 
Bowl  Of  Chippies.” 

THE  END 
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She  laughed  when  I sat  down  to 
play.  How  did  I know  she  was  ticklish? 

“How  do  vou  like  that  new 
obstetrician?” 

“Wonderful,  except  for  his  nasty 
habit  of  shouting,  ‘Presto’.” 


SHOWME 

"Oh  come  now,  Grisdon,  don't  go  Hollywood  on  me." 


"I  think  we'd  better  extend  him  a bid." 


Little  Boy:  “Boo!” 

Little  Girl:  “Don’t  do  that,  you’ll 
scare  the  pants  off  me.” 

Little  Boy:  “Boo,  boo,  boo,  boo, 
boo!” 


* 


Then  there  is  the  one  about  the  tug 
boat  who  committed  suicide  when  he 
found  out  that  his  mother  was  a tramp 
and  his  father  was  a ferry. 


« * 


* 


Soph:  “What’s  your  greatest  ambi- 
tion?” 

Frosh:  “To  die  a year  before  you.” 
Soph:  “What’s  the  reason  for  that?” 
Frosh:  “So  I’ll  be  a sophomore  in 
hell  when  vou  get  there.” 
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A small  bov’s  head  bobbed  up  over 
the  garden  wall  and  a meek  little  voice 
said,  “Please,  Mrs.  Brown,  may  I have 
my  arrow?” 

“Certainly,  where  is  it?” 

“I  think  it’s  stuck  in  your  cat.” 


* $ 


* 


J.  Fox:  “Say  Joe,  did  you  hear  about 
the  girl  that  couldn’t  make  up  her 
mind  as  to  which  sailor  she  loved  the 
most?” 

J.  Craven:  “No!  What  happened  to 
her?” 

Fox:  “She  had  to  put  out  to  sea.” 


a 


“I  cured  my  child  of  biting  his  nails.” 
“Oh  yes,  how?” 

“I  kicked  his  teeth  out.” 


<* 


A farmer  was  driving  past  the  insane 
asylum  with  a truck  load  of  fertilizer. 
An  inmate  called  out: 

“Hey!  What  are  you  hauling  there?” 
“Fertilizer,”  the  fanner  called  back. 
“What  are  you  going  to  do  with  it?” 
“Put  it  on  my  strawberries.” 

The  inmate  turned  around  to  his 
roommate  and  said,  “Huh!  We  put 
sugar  and  cream  on  ours,  and  they  call 
us  crazy.” 

* * o 

Mrs.  Vanderdam  was  giving  a bridge 
party  when  the  patter  of  tiny  feet  was 
heard  from  the  head  of  the  stairs. 

“Hush,”  she  said  softly,  “the  children 
are  going  to  give  their  good-night  mes- 
sage. It  always  gives  me  such  a senti- 
mental feeling  to  hear  them.” 

There  was  a moment  of  expectant 
silence;  then  shrilly,  “Mommy!  Percy 
found  a bedbug.” 


There  was  a young  girl  from  Madras 
Who  had  a most  beautiful  ass, 

Not  round  and  pink 

As  you  probably  think 

But  gray,  had  long  ears,  and  ate  grass. 

O O 0 

The  Lone  Ranger  and  Tonto  were 
riding  on  the  plains  when  they  saw  a 
band  of  10,000  Indians  riding  toward 
them.  Turning  to  flee,  they  saw 
another  band  of  10,000  Indians  riding 
toward  them  from  the  opposite  direc- 
tion. Looking  to  the  right,  still  another. 
The  Lone  Ranger  clutched  Tonto’s 
arm:  “What  will  we  do  now,  Tonto?” 

Tonto  shrugged:  “What  you  mean 
‘we,’  white  man?” 

* 6 © 

A young  fellow  once  took  his  dainty 
grandmother  to  see  the  road  show  tour 
of  “Tobacco  Road.”  After  the  first  two 
profane  acts,  the  little  old  lady  was 
groping  under  her  seat. 

“What’s  the  matter.  Grandma?” 
asked  the  boy. 

“Oh,”  she  said,  “I’ve  lost  my  god- 
dam program.” 


Teacher  (warning  her  pupils  against 
catching  cold)— I had  a little  brother 
seven  years  old,  and  one  day  he  took 
his  sled  out  into  the  snow.  He  caught 
pneumonia,  and  three  days  later,  he 
died. 

Silence  for  ten  seconds. 

Voice  from  the  rear— Where’s  his 

sled? 

0 0 0 

To  kill  halitosis 

Try  chlorophyll  gum 
It  turns  your  teeth  green 

But  it  tastes  better  than  mum. 

o o o 

Two  cowboys  are  talking.  One  says, 
“My  name  is  Tex.” 

Second  one  says,  “You  from  Texas?” 

First  one  says,  “Nope  I’m  from 
Louisiana,  but  who  wants  to  be  called 
Louise.” 

o o o 

“Oh,  darling  I’ve  missed  you,”  she 

cried,  and  fired  the  gun  again. 

o o o 

Some  girls  are  like  flowers— they 
grow  wild  in  the  woods. 
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The  Cricket 


Carefully  she  placed  The  Last  Puri- 
tan on  the  satin  border  of  the  com- 
forter and  intently  scrutinized  the 
cricket.  The  insect  hopped  onto  the 
rug,  closer  to  her  bed,  cocked  its  small, 
black  head  and  peered  curiously  back 
at  her.  She  sat  very  still  so  she  would 
not  frighten  it  away. 

But  what  difference  does  it  make  if 
it  goes,  she  thought?  No.  It  does  make 
a difference.  I want  to  watch  it  a 
while.  I want  it  to  watch  me.  It  doesn’t 
care  if  I get  tired  watching  it,  or  un- 
comfortable sitting  on  this  too-soft 
mattress. 

She  thought  about  the  bed.  She  had 
told  Karl  that  a simple,  inexpensive 
bed  with  a hard  mattress  would  be 
fine.  But,  no.  That  wouldn’t  do. 

“Only  the  most  elaborate  fourposter 
is  good  enough  for  my  princess,”  he 
had  gaily  replied. 

She  didn’t  tell  him  that  she  liked 
hard  mattresses— that  soft  mattresses 
made  her  back  ache.  He  had  looked 
so  proud  and  happy  to  make  the  sacri- 
fice for  her. 

And  it  was  a sacrifice,  she  thought. 
He  can’t  let  me  forget  that. 

“Not  maliciously,”  she  spoke  half- 
audibly  to  the  cricket,  “never  threaten- 
ingly does  he  remind  me  of  his  daily 
niceties,  but  with  a helpless  despair  at 
mv  occasional  flareups.” 

“Why  are  you  angry,  Liz?”  He  would 
wail.  “Didn’t  I get  the  groceries  for 
you  today?  What  did  I do  wrong?” 


“I’m  not  angry  . . . yes,  thank  you 
dear  . . . nothing  ...”  She  would 
smile. 

She  looked  at  the  cricket.  “He  didn’t 
know  that  I’d  already  been  shopping— 
or  that  I detest  broccoli.” 

The  insect  sat  on  its  thin,  toothed 
haunches,  never  moving.  Asking  noth- 
ing and  giving  nothing,  she  mused  and 
she  impulsively  wanted  to  reach  out 
and  caress  the  ugly  creature.  It  isn’t 
ugly,  she  told  herself. 

“You  are  beautiful.”  Liz  started  at 
the  sound  of  her  voice.  “Karl  despises 
insects,”  she  continued  aloud,  “so  it  is 
Karl  who  is  ugly  ....  No,”  she 
thought,  “it  is  I,  because  I don’t  appre- 
ciate Karl.” 

“You  don’t  appreciate  Karl,  Eliza- 
beth,” her  mother’s  voice  resounded  in 
her  ears. 

“It  isn’t  that,  Mother,”  she  had  re- 
plied. “I  just  don’t  want  to  get 
married.” 

“I  wanted  to  continue  school,”  she 
explained  to  the  cricket,  as  if  it  had 
been  reading  her  thoughts  and  they 
required  some  audible  interpretation. 
“I  wanted  to  be  a laboratory  tech- 
nician.” 

“My  wife  work?”  Karl  had  exclaimed 
indignantly.  “Never!” 

The  matter  was  settled. 

“He  is  so  kind  to  you,  Elizabeth. 
You  are  so  lucky  to  have  caught  such 
a fine  young  man.  And  he  adores  you 
—simply  worships  you!  Be  careful  he 


by 

b.  f.  lacy 

doesn’t  spoil  you,  though  . . . Ah!  Your 
father  was  never  that  good  to  me.  ‘I 
am  not  hungry,  Louise,’  he  used  to  say 
to  me  after  I had  spent  all  afternoon 
preparing  his  favorite  meal.  Then  he 
would  pick  up  one  of  those  silly  old 
books  and  not  say  a word  all  evening. 
Why  I remember  the  time  ...” 

“She  always  reminisces  about 
Father,”  Liz  explained  to  her  small 
companion  . . . “You  would  have  liked 
him  ...  I never  knew  him  very  well, 
but  I’m  sure  you  would  have  liked 
him.” 

She  tried  to  picture  her  father.  She 
saw  a tall,  painfully  thin  man  carefully 
sipping  a morning  cup  of  tea. 

“The  only  time  I ever  saw  him  was 
in  the  morning,”  she  told  the  cricket. 
“In  the  evening  he  stayed  in  his  study 
until  bedtime— and  sometimes  even 
later  than  that.” 

She  remembered  his  small,  sharp 
beard  that  he  clipped  precisely  each 
morning  and  she  saw  his  long,  withered 
hand,  holding  hers  the  morning  he 
had  died. 

It  was  a strange  morning.  Every- 
thing had  seemed  wrong  to  Liz,  though 
her  mother  had  apparently  noticed 
nothing.  Liz  had  awakened  at  six 
o’clock,  missing  the  muffled  sound  of 
her  father’s  morning  shower.  Lying  in 
bed,  she  waited  for  the  clicking  of  his 
careful,  even  pace  in  the  hallway.  She 
did  not  dare  enter  his  bedroom  to 
awaken  him— they  never  spoke  except 
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when  she  voiced  an  occasional  ques- 
tion, never  understanding  his  answer, 
but  delighting  in  the  sound  of  his 
crisp,  cultured  voice. 

After  lying  in  bed  for  several  pain- 
ful minutes  she  tiptoed  down  the  hall 
and  peeked  into  his  bedroom.  It  was 
empty.  She  felt  a slight  apprehension 
as  she  crept  down  the  staircase  toward 
his  study  to  see  if  he  had  fallen  asleep 
while  reading  the  night  before,  as  he 
had  done  so  often. 

She  opened  the  door  slowly  and  was 
angry  at  the  creaking  of  the  hinges. 
Suddenly  she  saw  him  sitting  upright, 
his  eyes  fixed  on  her.  She  turned  in 
sudden  fright  and  fled. 

Stopping  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs, 
she  felt  a new  kind  of  fear  and  re- 
turned to  the  door  of  the  study.  Her 
father  slowly  lifted  his  arm,  beckoning 
her  in.  Reluctantly  she  crossed  to  him 
with  the  small  awkward  steps  that  are 
so  typical  of  children  her  age.  He  took 
her  hand  and  she  knew  he  was  dying. 

She  did  not  cry.  Her  only  thought 
was  how  she  would  have  to  live  alone 
with  her  mother,  without  him  there  to 
add  a certain  dignity  to  their  life.  She 
stood  erect  and  spoke  shyly,  “I’m  sorrv 
you  are  dying,  Father.” 

He  grinned  as  if  he  were  pleased 
with  her  blunt  words  and  suddenly  she 
realized  that  this  strange  man  loved 
her.  He  stared  at  her  for  what  seemed 
like  ages  and  then  smiled.  “No,”  he 
gave  her  a meaningful  look  which  she 
did  not  understand.  “I  am  not  dving.” 
And  he  slowly,  almost  deliberately, 
closed  his  eyes,  looking  as  proud  and 
austere  in  death  as  he  had  in  life. 

The  cricket  did  not  move.  “I  hated 
our  home  then,”  Liz  said.  “Mrs.  Colli- 
son  used  to  come  over  every  day  after 
Father  died.  Mrs.  Collison  was  our 
nextdoor  neighbor.  She  and  Mother 
used  to  gossip  about  Mrs.  Roberts  who 
lived  across  the  street.  I don’t  think 
Father  ever  liked  Mrs.  Collison.  She 
had  a daughter  my  age,  but  I never 
cared  for  Alice  because  she  used  to 
call  her  mother,  Ma.  Alice  thought 
Karl  was  wonderful.” 

“You’re  crazy,  Liz  honey.  I wish  I 
had  a boyfriend  who  catered  to  me  the 
way  Karl  does  to  you.” 

“I  wish  Alice  were  saying  that  to  me 
now,”  Liz  said  to  the  cricket.  “I  wish 
this  were  ten  years  ago  and  I could 
start  all  over  again.  I wish  . . . . ” 

She  quickly  shoved  the  past  back 
into  that  small  corner  of  her  mind 
where  memory  dwelt  like  a caged 


panther,  waiting  to  leap  out  and  sav- 
agely gulp  the  gristly  meat  of  reality 
with  fierce  sweetness. 

Reality,  she  thought.  But  what  was 
reality  to  her?  An  oversized  house  with 
two  mortgages.  Three  telephones,  col- 
lecting dust.  Hourly  mouthfuls  of 
junket  and  honey,  spoonfed. 

The  cricket  rasped  its  hind  legs  to- 
gether in  a sympathetic  answer.  Liz 
looked  at  her  new  friend  and  her  smile 
felt  bizarre  and  unfamiliar. 

“Oh,  I wish  this  room  were  walled 
up  and  everything  could  be  just  like 
this,  always!”  Her  voice  was  high- 
pitched  and  emotional  but  the  cricket 
took  a small  step  forward. 

“You  are  supposed  to  bring  good 
luck,  you  know?”  She  spoke  in  a softer 
tone.  “But  you  have  brought  me  more 
than  just  good  luck— you— ” 

Her  sentence  was  cut  off  when  the 
door  burst  open  with  hateful  intrusion. 
Karl  filled  the  frame  in  its  place. 

She  stared  at  him,  but  her  eves 
would  not  focus  on  his  large  body.  All 
she  could  see  was  a pair  of  arms  and 
legs  thrown  haphazardly  on  an  awk- 
ward frame,  with  a small  head  placed 
on  top  at  a queer  angle. 


Immediately  the  dissembled  parts 
fell  together.  “Is  something  the  matter, 
dear?  I thought  I heard  you  cry  out,” 
he  asked,  striding  up  to  the  bed. 

She  gasped  loudly  as  his  foot  barely 
missed  the  cricket,  whose  eyes  still 
gazed  trustingly  up  at  her.  Karl’s 
glance  followed  her  horrified  stare  to 
the  floor. 

“Oh,  don’t  be  afraid  of  the  unpleas- 
ant little  thing,  darling.”  He  raised  his 
foot  and  a dull,  crunching  sound 
echoed  in  the  empty  room. 

THE  END 
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CREEP 

Continued  from  page  9 


work  is  below  average,  but  it’s  passing. 
You  must  encourage  him  to  have 
friends  other  than— than  this  Billy.” 
“I’ll  try,  Miss  Bigelow— if  there’s  any- 
thing I can  do.” 

Billv  died  that  summer.  He  died  on 


Jerry  Wade,  who  played  football. 
Roger  did  not  like  football.  Delores 
went  to  the  games  every  Saturday  to 
watch  Jerry.  Roger  went  to  the  games 
and  sat  behind  Delores  to  watch  her. 
Jerry  scored  touchdowns.  Delores 
would  cheer.  Roger  would  not.  He 
hated  Jerrv’s  touchdowns  and  he  hated 
cheering. 

One  dav  after  the  football  game, 
Delores  was  walking  home  with  some 


into  the  bathroom.  He  opened  the 
medicine  cabinet  over  the  wash  basin 
and  found  a used  razorblade. 

I’ll  die,  he  told  himself.  I’ll  die  and 
she’ll  be  sorry  she  called  me  those 
names.  What’s  the  use  in  living  when 
you’re  a creep?— when  everybody  in 
the  whole  wide  world  thinks  you’re  a 
creep.  But  I’ll  call  her,  he  thought.  I’ll 
call  her  and  say  I’m  dving  and  I love 
you  and  1 11  think  about  vou  in  heaven 


What  if  she  did  think  he  was 
a creep?  Everybody  thought  so 


a weekend  when  Roger  Wiley  was  sick 
with  the  scarlet  fever.  Roger  never 
mentioned  Billv  after  he  died.  But  he 
visited  the  cemetery  often.  When 
people  passing  the  cemeterv  saw  him 
leave  or  enter  the  gate,  thev  would 
say: 

“There  goes  the  Creep.” 

Or: 

“He  gives  you  kind  of  a spookv 
feeling,  always  hanging  around  the 
graveyard.” 

In  high  school,  Roger  Wiley  used 
to  bring  his  lunch  in  a brown  paper 
bag.  It  was  usually  a sandwich  of 
cheesespread  or  baloney  or  tuna  fish. 
Sometimes  there  would  be  an  apple. 
He  used  to  buy  a bottle  of  milk. 

In  high  school,  he  met  Delores.  She 
was  new  in  town.  She  sat  alone  at  the 
end  of  the  long,  dark  cafeteria  that 
reminded  him  of  a medieval  dungeon. 
Roger  sat  alone,  too.  One  day  they  sat 
on  opposite  ends  of  the  same  table 
without  talking  to  each  other. 

They  had  a class  together.  He  sat  in 
the  row  in  back  of  her  and  watched 
her.  She  knew  he  was  watching  and 
she  would  turn  around  and  catch  him 
watching.  She  would  frown  at  him, 
and  he  would  turn  his  head  and  look 
out  of  the  window  at  the  tops  of  the 
trees.  Her  last  name  was  Kirbv.  He 
thought  Delores  Kirby  was  a beautiful 
name.  He  wrote  it  all  over  the  inside 
covers  of  his  notebook,  when  nobodv 
was  looking. 

She  is  pretty,  Roger  Wiley  thought. 
She  was  pretty  to  other  people,  too.  To 


other  girls.  She  never  waited  for  Jerrv 
because  he  took  too  long  after  games. 
Roger  Wiley  was  walking  behind  them. 
She  whirled  around  suddenly. 

“Stop  following  me  around  all  the 
time!  You’re  repulsive,  you  creep!” 

Roger  Wiley  shut  himself  in  his 
room  and  stared  blankly  at  the  walls. 
He  was  in  love  with  her.  He  loved  her 
deeply.  What  if  she  did  think  he  was 
a creep?  Everybody  thought  so.  He 
fell  asleep,  loving  her.  He  woke  up  in 
the  middle  of  the  night  and  took  out 
a pencil  and  a fresh  sheet  of  lined, 
three-ring  notebook  paper.  He  wrote: 

“How  many  ways  do  I love  her?” 

He  crumbled  it  up  and  threw  it  in 
the  wastebasket.  Then  he  took  out 
another  sheet  and  wrote: 

“Delores,  my  dearest,  my  most 
beloved  . . .” 

He  stopped  and  looked  at  it  for  a 
long  while.  Then  he  skipped  down  a 
few  lines  and  wrote  in  large,  bold 
letters: 

“I  am  a creep.  I am  a repulsive 
creep.” 

And  he  put  his  head  down  on  the 
table  with  his  face  against  the  paper. 
And  he  stayed  that  way  until  morning. 

« « « 

The  next  day  was  Sunday.  He  told 
his  mother  he  was  sick.  He  ate  oatmeal 
for  breakfast.  After  breakfast  his  mother 
went  to  church  alone. 

He  bounded  up  the  stairs  and  went 


all  the  time  and  I’ll  wait  for  you  and 
maybe  up  there  it’ll  be  different,  maybe 
in  heaven  . . . 

Downstairs,  he  sat  on  the  couch 
next  to  the  telephone  table.  He 
squeezed  his  hand  open  and  shut  like 
he  had  one  of  those  small  rubber  balls. 
He  watched  the  vein  in  the  center  of 
his  wrist.  With  the  other  hand  he  took 
the  blade  and  cut  deeply  into  the  wrist 
and  pulled  it  across.  It  hurt.  He  started 
from  the  other  side  and  went  from 
right  to  left.  It  didn’t  hurt  now.  It 
was  bleeding.  Red  blood  came  to  the 
surface  and  made  a red  stream  down 
his  arm.  It  didn’t  hurt.  It  was  a matter 
of  time.  He  wondered  how  long  and 
he  wondered  if  he  would  ever  see  his 
mother  again.  He  lifted  the  phone 
receiver  from  the  cradle  and  dialed 
the  number  he  knew  so  well 'and  yet 
had  never  dialed.  He  heard  the  voice 
on  the  other  end: 

“Hello.” 

“Is  ...  is  Delores  there?” 

“Who  is  this?” 

“Please,  is  Delores  there?” 

“Who?” 

“Please,  it’s  important  that  I talk  to 
Delores.  It’s  very  important.” 

“Oh,  Delores  isn’t  in  right  now.  She 
went  on  a picnic  with  Jerry  Wade. 
She’s  expected  to  be  gone  all  day. 
Would  you  care  to  leave  a message?” 
He  put  the  phone  down.  He  looked 
at  his  hand  and  at  his  arm.  All  red.  He 
fell  face  down  on  the  couch,  his  arm 
under  his  face,  sticky  and  wet. 

“Here  I come,  Billv!  Here  I come!” 
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BEANSTALK 

Continued  from  page  8 


“This  guy  is  really  out  to  lunch,”  thought  Jack.  “I’ll  play 
along  with  him.  Maybe  he’s  got  a bankroll.” 

“Two  in  each  hand  and  one  in  your  mouth,”  replied  Jack, 
as  sharp  as  a needle. 

“Right  you  are,”  said  the  old  man.  “And  here  they  are, 
the  very  beans  themselves,”  he  went  on,  pulling  out  of  his 
pocket  a number  of  strange-looking  beans.  “As  you  are  so 
sharp,”  he  said,  “I  don’t  mind  doing  a swap  with  you— vour 
cow  for  these  beans.” 

“You  must  be  on  the  needle,”  said  Jack,  smashing  him 
squarely  in  the  jaw  with  his  brass  knuckles. 

“Ah!  You  don’t  know  what  these  beans  are,”  wheezed 
the  old  man.  “If  you  plant  them  overnight,  by  morning 
they  grow  right  up  to  the  sky.” 

“Reallv?”  said  Jack.  “You  don’t  say  so.” 

“Yes,  that  is  so,  and  if  it  doesn’t  turn  out  to  be  true,  you 
can  have  your  cow  back.” 

Jack  looked  at  the  strange  stare  in  the  old  fellow’s  eves 
and  his  dilated  pupils.  “But,  of  course,”  he  thought,  “this 
guy  is  an  addict.  These  beans  must  be  poppy  seeds.” 

“It’s  a deal,”  said  Jack,  and  handed  over  Milkv-White’s 
halter  and  pocketed  the  beans. 

Back  went  Jack  home,  and,  as  he  hadn’t  gone  very  far, 
it  wasn’t  dusk  by  the  time  he  got  to  his  door. 

“Back  already,  Jack?”  said  his  mother.  “I  see  you  haven’t 
got  Milkv-White,  so  you’ve  sold  her.  How  much  did  you 
get  for  her?” 

“You’ll  never  guess,  Mother,”  said  Jack. 

“No,  you  don’t  say  so.  Good  boy!  Five  pounds,  ten, 
fifteen,  no,  it  can’t  be  twenty?” 

“I  told  you  vou  wouldn’t  guess.  What  do  vou  say  to 
these  beans?  They’re  magical;  plant  them  overnight,  and—” 
Jack  thought  the  old  lady  would  fall  for  the  yarn,  as  she 
was  getting  kind  of  old  and  senile. 

“What!”  said  Jack’s  mother.  “Have  you  been  such  a fool, 
such  an  idiot,  as  to  give  away  my  Milky-White,  the  best 
milker  in  the  parish  and  prime  beef  to  boot,  for  a set  of 
paltry  beans?  Take  that!  And  that!  And  as  for  vour  precious 
beans,  here  they  go  out  the  window.  And  vou  off  with  vou 
to  bed.  Not  a sip  shall  you  drink,  and  not  a bit  shall  you 
swallow  this  very  night.” 

So  Jack  went  upstairs  to  his  little  room  in  the  attic,  and 
sad  and  sorrv  he  was,  to  be  sure,  as  much  for  his  mother’s 
sake  as  for  the  loss  of  his  supper.  Luckily  he  had  a fifth  of 
scotch  hidden  away  and  was  soon  to  sleep  after  several 
shots. 

The  next  morning  Jack  awoke  to  find  the  beans  that  his 
mother  had  thrown  out  of  the  window  had  sprung  up  into 
a big  beanstalk  which  went  up  and  up  and  up  until  it  had 
reached  the  skv. 

“What  in  the  hell  am  I supposed  to  do  with  a beanstalk?” 
thought  Jack.  “I’ll  have  to  get  the  bovs  to  lean  on  that 
junkie  for  throwing  me  a curve  ball.” 

The  beanstalk  grew  up  quite  close  past  Jack’s  window, 
and,  being  curious  like  all  little  bovs.  Jack  jumped  on  the 
beanstalk,  and  he  climbed  until  at  last  he  reached  the  skv. 
When  he  got  there  he  found  a long,  broad  road  going  as 
straight  as  a dart.  So  he  walked  along  until  he  came  to  a 


great  big  tall  house,  and  on  the  doorstep  (here  was  a great 
1 jig  fat  slob  of  a woman. 

“Good  morning,  mum,”  said  Jack,  quite  polite-like. 
“Could  you  be  so  kind  as  to  give  me  some  breakfast?”  For 
he  hadn’t  had  anything  to  eat  the  night  before,  you  know, 
and  was  hungry  as  a xnuvva. 

“It’s  breakfast  you  want,  is  it?”  said  the  great  big  tall 
woman.  “It’s  breakfast  you’ll  be  if  you  don’t  move  off  from 
here.  My  man  is  an  ogre  and  there’s  nothing  he  likes  better 
than  to  eat  little  boys  on  toast.  You’d  better  be  moving  on 
or  he’ll  soon  be  coming.” 

“Oh!  please  mum,  do  give  me  something  to  eat,  mum. 
I’ve  had  nothing  to  eat  since  yesterday  morning,  really  and 
truly,  mum,”  said  Jack.  “I  may  as  well  be  broiled  as  to  die 
of  hunger.” 

Well,  the  ogre’s  wife  was  not  half  so  bad  after  all,  so  she 
took  Jack  into  the  kitchen  and  gave  him  a hunk  of  bread 
and  cheese  and  a jug  of  Purple  Jesus.  But  Jack  hadn’t  half 
finished  these  when  thump!  thump!  the  whole  house  began 
to  tremble. 

“Goodness,  gracious  me!  It’s  my  old  man,”  said  the  ogre’s 
wife.  “What  on  earth  shall  I do?  Come  along  quick  and 
jump  into  the  oven.” 

He  was  a big  one,  to  be  sure.  At  his  belt  he  had  three 
calves  strung  up  by  the  heels,  and  he  unhooked  them  and 
threw  them  down  on  the  table  and  said:  “Here,  wife.  Broil 
me  a couple  of  these  for  breakfast.” 

Well,  the  ogre  had  his  breakfast  then  he  said:  “Wife, 
bring  me  the  hen  that  lays  the  golden  eggs.”  So  she  brought 
it,  and  the  ogre  said:  “Lay!”  and  it  laid  an  egg  all  of  gold. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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SIX  GUNS 

Continued  from  page  11 


Those  of  us  who  harvest  our  history 
in  the  correct  and  sensible  way,  that  is, 
in  the  warm  and  maternal  glow  of  the 
television  set,  have  got  to  launch  in- 
stant counterattacks  against  the  dull 
mouthings  of  the  enemy.  We  offer  this 
Everyman’s  version  to  the  History  of 
the  West  as  a handy  guide  to  those 
who  want  to  preserve  and  enshrine  the 
cinematic  West. 

The  West  was  empty  at  the  begin- 
ning. Nothing  much  exciting  ever  hap- 
pened there  until  the  arrival  of  Sitting 
Bull  and  his  mother-in-law,  Cochise. 
(Or  was  it  his  stepfather?)  All  Indians 
were  of  course  Apaches.  That  fact  is 
well  known  by  everyone  except  a few 
musty  scholars  who  insist  on  the  pres- 
ence of  other  tribes.  At  any  rate,  the 
West  was  officially  opened  when  Sit- 
ting Bull  and  Cochise  thundered  into 
Tucson  on  ponies  swiped  from  Brig- 
ham Young.  Close  on  their  naked 
heels,  a singin  and  a ridin,  came  Tom 
Mix  and  Buster  Crabbe. 

Hearing  that  Tom  and  Buster  were 
driving  a herd  of  longhorns  into  Ab- 
ilene, the  Apache  Nation  (led  by 
Anthony  Quinn)  went  on  the  warpath. 
DRUMS:  tumtumtumtum  tumatuma- 
tumtum. 

BUSTER:  Apache  war  drums,  Tom. 
TOM:  I heer  em  Buster.  Look  up 
yonder. 

BUSTER:  Smoke  signals!  And  close 
too. 

TOM:  I reckon  those  coyotes’ll  come 
swarming  over  that  ridge  any  min- 
ute now. 

DRUMS:  tumtumtum  tumatumtuma- 
tum  TUMTUMTUM  TUM!  (omi- 
nous silence). 

TOM  & BUSTER:  Here  they  come! 
APACHE  NATION:  Assorted  whoops, 
hoots,  and  ahhwhaawhaas. 
ARROWS:  zzzinnggg  . . . ZZZannnggg. 
TOM:  Quick!  Through  that  gulch! 
BUSTER:  Can’t  rightly  do  it,  Tom. 
There’s  a wagon  train  acomin  thru 
it. 

KIT  CARSON:  Heeeyhaaa!  H aaaa! 
Git  those  wagons  moving  there! 
Circle  that  first  wagon  ’round.  The 
rest  of  you  drivers  follow. 

WAGON  WHEELS:  rumblarumbla- 
rumblarumbla  . . . clankaclanka 
clank  . . . 

KIT  CARSON:  Git  the  youngins  and 
womanfolk  inside  the  barricade.  The 


rest  of  you  sling  lead  at  those  yellow 
devils. 

TOM  & BUSTER:  Ahh  reckon  well 
string  along  with  vuh.  Kit. 

KIT  CARSON:  Glad  to  have  vuh, 
boys!  I’ll  need  a pair  of  fast  shootin 
irons  and  itchy  trigger  fingers. 
NOISES  OF  BATTLE:  zzzinnnggg  . . . 
bangabangabang!  whinngggg  . . . 
ahhwahwhaaa  . . . eeeyyyeee  . . . 
bangbang! 

TOM:  Got  any  shootin  powder  left, 
Buster? 

BUSTER:  Nary  a smidgit,  Tom.  It 
looks  like  the  end  of  the  tra  . . . 
TOM:  Won’t  be  long  afore  all  our 
scalps’ll  be  drying  on  an  Apache 
teepee. 

KIT  CARSON:  Hold  yer  fire.  Hold 
your  fire,  I say  . . . listen  . . . 
DISTANT  BUGLE:  tatatatatahhh  . . . 

tatatatatat  . . . tahhhhhh. 

TOM:  By  jingo!  It’s  the  U.S.  Cavalry 
from  Ft.  Sagebrush. 

EVERYONE:  The  soldiers  are  acomin; 
they’re  acomin!  Lookit  those  vellow- 
bellies  vamoose!  We’re  saved! 

(Loud  hoorahs  are  heard  in  the 
barricade.  Women  and  children 
scurry7  to  greet  the  cavalry.  In  the 
distance,  desultory,  unenthusiastic 
whoops  are  audible.  Sounds  of  fad- 
ing hoofbeats  . . .) 

In  the  years  following  the  jubilant 
massacre  of  the  Indians,  law  and  order 
were  won  in  the  West;  not  by  attor- 
neys and  judges;  they  were  all  scoun- 


drels who  tried  to  buy  out  the  small 
ranchers  and  wore  black  suits  and 
carried  tiny  lethal  derringers— but  by 
such  men  as  old  Doc  Willowbee  and 
his  young  sidekick.  Hoot  Gibson. 
SCENE:  The  rutted,  dusty  street  in 
front  of  the  sheriff’s  office.  An 
angry,  bloodthirsty  crowd  has  gath- 
ered. An  outlaw  (recognizable  by 
his  rough,  tangled  beard  and  limp 
Stetson)  stands  hogtied  on  the  steps 
leading  to  the  office.  The  crowd 
surges  towards  him.  The  sheriff 
raises  a restraining  hand  and  is 
speedily  gunned  down.  Old  Doc 
Willowbee  emerges  from  the  crowd 
and  mounts  the  steps.  He  turns  . . . 
DOC:  Wait  a minute  . . . wait  a min- 
ute. Listen  to  me!  (Jeers)  Ain’t  we 
had  enough  bloodshed  already?  Ain’t 
we  gonna  give  justice  a chance  to 
do  its  work.  You  there,  Mrs.  Bisbv. 
Ain’t  you  working  the  Lazy  A alone 
cause  of  Clem’s  death?  This  gunplav 
and  lvnchin  left  you  a widder.  You 
there  . . . yes,  you,  Sam  Bigelow.  Is 
lvnchin  this  here  varmint  gonna  git 
you  vour  herd  back?  And  the  rest  of 
vou  . . . how  long  is  this  violence 
and  bloodshed  gonna  go  on?  Til 
vour  ranches  are  burnt  to  the 
ground,  til  your  sheep  is  all  slaugh- 
tered and  your  cattle  driven  off  . . . 
Til  there  ain’t  a soul  left  in  the 
valley?  I say  let’s  git  rid  of  them 
outlaws,  but  let’s  do  it  legal-like. 
( Jeers) 
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SALOONKEEPER:  OK,  boys,  let’s 
take  the  law  into  our  own  hands! 
(Affirmative  hurrahs) 

DOC:  Marshall  Urp  aintagonna  take  a 
likin  to  this.  He’ll  be  ridin  into  town 
tomorrow. 

SALOONKEEPER:  Why  wait  for  the 
law?  Let’s  string  em  up  now!  (More 
hurrahs,  mob  stumbles  forward) 
HOOT  GIBSON:  (Appearing  at  Doc’s 
back)  Don’t  no-one  make  a false 
move! 

SALOONKEEPER:  Out  of  our  way, 
kid,  before  we  trample  you  down. 
HOOT:  I aim  to  see  that  this  jasper 
gets  a fair  trial.  Anyone  thinkin  dif- 
ferent just  step  forward. 
SALOONKEEPER:  Alright  boys,  let’s 
rush  em. 

ANONYMOUS  VOICE:  Simmer 
down.  That  kid’s  lightnin  fast  on  the 
draw.  I seen  him  outdraw  Red 
Rider. 

SALOONKEEPER:  This  town  ain’t 
big  enough  for  the  both  of  us,  kid 
...  so  you  better  be  headed  north 
before  sun  . . . 

HOOT:  I aim  to  find  out  who  bush- 
wacked  mv  brother  before  I ride 
outta  here.  And  I think  I know  the 
dirty  sidewinder  who  done  it.  (Hoot 
glares  narrowly  at  the  saloon- 
keeper) . 

SALOONKEEPER:  Oh,  kid,  you  asked 
for  it  . . . 

GUNPLAY:  Bang! 

SALOONKEEPER:  Uhhh! 

VOICE  #1:  Did  you  see  that? 

VOICE  #2:  Fast  as  greased  lightnin, 
that  kid. 

VOICE  #3:  Outdrew  him  fair  and 
square  too. 

HOOT:  Now  all  of  you  mosey  on 
home  and  I’ll  take  care  of  this 
hombre  til  Marshall  Urp  gits  here. 
VOICES  IN  CROWD:  Hate  to  have 
that  kid  gunnin  for  me  . . . that  kid 
ought  to  be  deputized  . . . restore 
law  and  order  . . . fight  to  save  our 
ranches  ....  etc.,  etc. 

Historians,  because  of  their  petty 
and  myopic  nature,  have  never  resur- 
rected a fact  from  the  annals  of  the 
West  as  bold  and  epically  stirring  as 
the  Saddlesore  Cinema’s  version  of 
Gene  Autry  saving  the  imperiled  stage- 
coach. It  goes  something  like  this: 
GENE:  I’m  ariden,  I’m  aropin.  I’m  a 
mopin,  gropin  cowboy  . • . 

ANDY  DEVINE:  You  sure  sing  purtv. 
Gene.  Gimmee  a chaw  of  that  Wrig- 
lev’s  will  yuh? 

DISTANT  SHOT:  Bing! 


GENE:  That  sounded  like  a shot.  Over 
thatta  way.  Let’s  take  a . . . 

ANDY:  Looky,  Gene.  Down  there  in 
the  pass.  That  stagecoach  is  in 
trouble. 

GENE:  Let’s  go! 

ANDY:  Wait  for  me,  Gene  . . . 

BANDIT  A:  (Overtaking  stagecoach) 
Pull  over  thar  and  git  yuh  hands  in 
the  air!  Throw  down  that  strongbox. 

STRONGBOX:  Clunk! 

DRIVER:  You  boys  can’t  git  away 
with  this.  That  there  strongbox  be- 
longs to  Wells  Fargo. 

BANDIT  B:  The  rest  of  you  git  outta 
that  coach.  The  first  one  who  tries 
to  git  brave  gits  a belly-full  of  hot 
lead. 

GENE’S  SIXSHOOTER:  baugabang- 
bang  . . . bang  . . . bangabang  . . . 

bangabangabang  . . . bang 

bangabang bang! 

BANDIT  A:  Make  tracks!  It’s  Gene 
Autrv  and  that  spells  trouble. 

BANDIT  B:  Just  let  me  git  one  shot 
at  the  dirty  . . . Uhhh!  . . . I’m  hit. 
Right  in  the  index  finger.  ( Bandits 
flee.  Autry  arrives  followed  much 
later  bv  Andy  Divine.  They  fire 
parting  shots  at  the  highlegging 
bandits  . . . bangabang.) 

DRIVER:  You  got  here  just  in  the  nick 
of  time,  Mr.  Autry. 

FEMALE  PASSENGER  IN  CALICO 
DRESS:  My  name  is  Wanda  Side- 
saddle, and  how  can  I thank  vou 
eno  . . . 

ANDY:  Shucks,  ma’am.  Twasn’t 
nothing. 

GENE:  I don’t  think  those  jaspers  will 
be  bothering  vou  again,  ma’am.  Mv 
name  is  Autrv.  This  is  mv  flunk  . . . 
er  . . . pardner,  Andy.  And  this  here 
is  Gumbo,  mv  award-winning,  heav- 
ily insured  horse.  I reckon  vou  must 


be  the  new  sehoolmarm  from  the 
East. 

ANDY:  Naw,  Gene.  The  sehoolmarm 
was  in  the  last  picture,  Fastest  Cum 
in  the  West.  That  there  is  Pancho 
Sidesaddle’s  youngun  on  her  way  to 
her  poor  old  paw’s  ranch. 

WANDA:  Yes,  and  there’s  not  a minute 
to  spare.  Slade  Slick  is  giving  Paw 
til  tomorrow  to  tear  down  his  poor 
ol’  fences.  If  Paw  don’t  see  things 
Slade’s  way  then  Slade’s  gonna 
stampede  his  herd  right  through  out- 
spread. 

GENE:  Slade  Slick  again,  huh?  He 
won’t  sleep  a wink  til  every  sheep- 
herder  in  the  valley  is  forced  out. 
Hop  up  here.  Miss  Sidesaddle.  We  ll 
ride  over  to  see  your  Paw.  Me  and 
Andy  here  are  mighty  handy  around 
a ranch. 

WANDA:  Paw  needs  a foreman,  too. 
Oh,  Gene,  maybe  you’re  just  the  man 
Paw  needs  to  have  a showdown  with 
that  Slade  Slick. 

GENE:  I reckon  maybe  I am,  ma’am. 
I’m  ariden,  I’m  aropin  . . . 

This  then  is  the  true  story  of  the 
West.  The  story  as  it  will  never  appear 
in  the  history  texts,  the  story  censored 
by  a vast  culmny  of  deceit  and  circum- 
vention on  the  part  of  heartless 
scholars. 

It  is  for  us,  the  hardriding,  quick- 
shooting vaqueros  of  the  darkened 
livingroom  and  the  dedicated  hired- 
hands  of  the  Saturday  afternoon 
doublefeature  to  bring  truth  and 
spirited  adventure  into  the  lives  of  our 
deluded  brothers:  those  pitiful  few 
who  are  without  TV  or  the  price  of 
admission  to  the  Bijou.  So  channel  in, 
sit  back,  keep  your  eye  on  that  hombre 
in  the  black  vest;  but  above  all,  pard- 
ners,  keep  those  sixguns  oiled. 
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BEANSTALK 

Continued  from  page  21 


“Great  Scot!”  yelled  Jack  from  the  oven.  “Wait  until  my 
organic  chemistry  instructor  gets  wind  of  this.’  And  the 
ogre  leapt  up  and  said, 

“Fee,  fi,  fo,  fum, 

I smell  the  blood  of  a Georgetown  man. 

Be  he  alive,  or  be  he  dead, 

I’ll  pull  every  hair  from  his  hard  little  head.” 

He  jerked  open  the  oven  door,  but  Jack  was  ready  for 
him.  “Back  off,  man,”  said  Jack,  leveling  his  .45  at  his  mid- 
section, “and  hand  over  that  fowl,  or  it’s  curtains  for  you 
and  the  old  lady.” 

Jack  had  the  drop  on  the  ogre  and  the  big  boy  knew  it. 
They  looked  into  each  other’s  eyes  for  a moment,  then  the 
ogre  said,  “Come  on  over  here  and  sit  at  the  table  and  we’ll 
talk.  There’s  plenty  here  for  both  of  us.  I’m  not  greedy.” 
“But  I am,”  said  Jack,  making  his  way  toward  the 
chicken.  It  was  obvious  that  the  ogre  was  stalling  for  time 
and  would  not  let  the  hen  go  without  a fight. 

“Ain’t  you  one  of  Willie  the  Fink’s  lieutenants?”  said  the 
ogre  with  a supercilious  smile  on  his  lips. 

“No  man,”  said  Jack,  “and  I think  it’s  time  you  and  the 
old  ladv  were  taking  gas.” 


With  this  he  squeezed  the  trigger,  but  nothing  happened. 
The  gun  was  jammed.  The  ogre  let  out  a laugh  which  shook 
the  house  and  lunged  at  Jack.  But  Jack,  being  a trained 
Baltimore  boy,  stepped  aside,  tripped  the  ogre,  and  kicked 
him  squarely  in  the  groin.  He  grabbed  up  the  chicken  and 
ran  as  fast  as  he  could,  and  the  ogre  came  rushing  after 
him.  When  he  got  to  the  beanstalk,  the  ogre  was  not  more 
than  twenty  yards  away  when  suddenly  he  saw  Jack  dis- 
appear like,  and  when  he  came  to  the  end  of  the  road,  he 
saw  Jack  underneath,  climbing  down  to  beat  hell.  Well,  the 
ogre  didn’t  like  trusting  himself  to  such  a ladder,  but  he 
jumped  on  the  stalk  anyway  and  began  climbing  down.  By 
this  time  Jack  had  climbed  until  he  was  very  nearly  home. 
So  he  called  out,  “Mother!  Mother!  bring  me  an  axe,  bring 
me  an  axe!”  And  his  mother  came  rushing  out  with  an  axe 
in  her  hand. 

Jack  jumped  down  and  got  hold  of  the  axe  and  gave  a 
chop  at  the  beanstalk  which  cut  it  half  in  two.  Then  Jack 
gave  another  chop  with  the  axe,  and  the  beanstalk  was  cut 
in  two  and  began  to  topple  over.  Then  the  ogre  fell  down 
and  broke  his  crown,  and  the  beanstalk  came  tumbling 
after. 

Then  Jack  showed  his  mother  the  wonderful  hen  and 
said  “Lay”  to  it;  and  it  laid  a golden  egg  every  time  he 
said  “Lay.”  And  what  with  selling  the  golden  eggs,  Jack 
and  his  mother  became  very  rich,  and  he  married  a great 
princess,  and  they  lived  happily  ever  after. 


THE  FIRST  PSALM  OF  FRESHMAN  BONDAGE 

BY  A FRESHMAN 


Happy  is  the  freshman  that  hath  not  ivalketh  on  the  grass  of 
his  seniors. 

Nor  strayeth  from  the  narrow  paths 
Nor  left  his  name  tag  home 

And  his  death  is  in  the  law  of  the  Orientation  Committee. 
And  from  this  law  doth  he  study  day  and  night. 

And  he  shall  be  as  a slave  used  by  the  upper  classmen. 

That  weareth  a sign  like  a leper 
Who  shall  work  like  a dog  from  morn  till  night 
But  in  whatsoever  he  doeth  from  morn  till  night 
Not  so  his  seniors. 

For  they  are  infamous  of  his  beloved  school 
Therefore  they  shall  stand  in  the  judgement 
And  force  him  to  memorize  the  gigantic  “M”  Book 
For  the  board  regardeth  the  way  of  the  uppers  and 
Half  the  Freshmen  must  perish. 

—JIM  LEVIN 
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Chemical  progress  is  autoclaves,  test  tubes,  distillation  towers 
. . . hydrocarbons,  heterocyclic  compounds  . . . processes, 
polymerizations,  products. 

But  mostly,  chemical  progress  is  thinking  . . . men  think- 
ing. Little  men,  big  men,  medium  size  men  ...  in  lab  coats, 
business  suits,  overalls  ...  all  of  them,  always,  thinking. 

Thinking  up  new  products  . . . new  ways  to  make  chem- 
icals and  new  ways  to  use  them.  Thinking  up  more  comfort, 
more  convenience,  better  health,  for  everyone. 

Always,  the  old  things  have  to  be  improved,  and  the  new 


things  have  to  be  proved.  It  takes  more  thinking.  The  think- 
ing never  stops.  And  so  chemical  progress  never  stops.  It's 
that  way  at  Koppers. 

You  can  be  one  of  these  men,  think- 
ing. You  can  create  some  of  the  chem- 
ical progress  that's  made  at  Koppers. 

The  products  are  many  . . . the  oppor- 
tunities myriad.  Consider  a career 
with  Koppers;  send  the  coupon  today. 


| Koppers  Company,  Inc. 

| Industrial  Relations  Manager 
| Dept.  C-107,  Koppers  Buildng 
Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania 

Please  send  the  24-page  brochure  entitled  "Your  Career  at  Koppers." 
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A new  idea 
in  smoking 


refreshes  your 


menthol  fresh 
rich  tobacco  taste 
most  modern  filter 


It’s  a new  idea  in  smoking  — a refreshing  idea  for 
every  smoker.  SALEM’s  pure  white  filter  brings  you 
rich  tobacco  taste  with  new  surprise  softness  . . . 
menthol-fresh  comfort  ...  a smoke  as  refreshing  to 
your  taste  as  Springtime  is  to  you.  Next  time  you 
light  up  — switch  to  SALEM  and  smoke  refreshed. 

Smoke  refreshed . . . smoke  Salem 


The 

Cornered 

Poet 

1 spent  my  life  in  a raging  search 
'Til  1 met  you  quite  by  accident 
My  search  is  thru,  my  quest  is  done 
And  / know  note  i chore  the  yellow  went. 

— Bucky 


I dreamt  of  the  l.F.C.  hall 
The  biggest  of  the  year 
You  were  in  my  B.V.D.’s 
And  I wore  your  brassiere. 

—Melvin 


/ saw  your  latest  picture  dear 
The  one  where  you  plat)  the  trumpet 
But  who  the  hell  entitled  the  thine 

O 

“I  was  A Teenage  Strumpet?” 

— Fhantic 


Man/  Jane  all  dressed  in  black 

The  dress  went  over  big 

But  the  frat  boys  never  asked  her  back 

You  see,  she  teas  a pig. 

—Aesop 


I'm  all  aglow,  l feel  so  big 
Whenever  Mary  nears 
But  when  she’s  close,  l just  don’t  dig 
The  ivax  that  fills  her  ears. 

—Nauseated 


Janie  will 
And  Nancy  won’t. 
Janie  dates, 

And  Nancy  don’t. 

— PoPULAlt 


Yesterday  you  pinned  me  dear 
We  sealed  our  fate  while  kissing 
But  1 could  not  sleep  all  thru  the  night 
Because  my  falsies  were  hissing. 

—Jasmin 


The  night  you  gave  me  your  sorority  pin 

The  world  for  me  was  complete 

But  the  happiest  night  of  all,  my  dear 

Was  the  night  we  drank  vodka  from  your  brassiere. 

—Sick 
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what  follows  will  leave  you  cring- 
ing with  abdominal  spasms  like 
the  creep  on  the  cover  . . . he’s 
not  doubled  up  with  laughter  . . . 
and  neither  will  you  be  ..  . he’s 
sick  . . . and  so  will  you  be  ..  . 
read  on  ..  . get  very  sick  . . . 
very  very  sick  . . . writhe  on  the 
floor  (any  floor)  in  excruciating 
pain  (any  pain  will  do  however) 
. . . die  maybe  . . . who  cares 
. . . pay  up  your  tuition  first 
but  . . . 
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LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR 


Dearest  Friend  ; 

It  is  always  difficult  to  speak  in 
an  open  and  frank  manner  of  one's  last 
days  on  earth.  But  the  experience  we 
have  accumulated  through  our  long  asso- 
ciation with  the  burial  business  has 
shown  us  that  those  who  refuse  to 
acknowledge  the  inevitability  of  death 
meet  it  in  a state  of  total  unprepared- 
ness. Death  strikes  them  down,  and  then 
follows  the  ignominy  of  an  undignified, 
willy-nilly  funeral.  This, dearest 
friend,  is  a tragedy  of  the  highest 
order,  and  one  that  we  are  sure  you  will 
want  to  avoid. 

It  is  to  yourself  and  other  persons 
of  refined  and  sensitive  tastes  that  we 
direct  attention  to  our  Debonaire 
Caskets,  the  only  popularly  priced 
caskets  constructed  of  mild,  mellow, 
slowly  seasoned  woods. 

You  get  a lot  to  like  with  Debo- 
naire Caskets,  and  all  included  in  the 
amiable  price  of  the  casket  alone.  We 
offer  no  trumped-up  coupon  bargains, 
just  the  downright  goodness  of  a real 
burial.  You  receive: 


1.  A handcrafted  Debonaire  Casket 
with  an  easy-opening  flip-top 
lid.  And  if  you  are  one  of 
those  who  takes  a dim  view  of 
being  interred  alive,  you  will 
be  quite  relieved  to  learn  that 
every  Debonaire  Casket  comes 
equipped  with  20,000  ozone 
traps  ; more  ozone  traps  than  any 
other  casket  regardless  of 
price . 

2.  A funeral  procession  composed  of 
25  antique  autos  and  a Stanley 
Steamer  hearse.  This  greater 
length  of  traditionally  fine 
autos  travels  your  corpse  fur- 
ther on  the  way  to  the  cemetery, 
making  your  arrival  there  out- 
standing and  extremely  fashion- 
able. 

3.  Skillful  landscaping  of  your 
final  resting  place.  Imported 
turkish  and  domestic  clover  will 
enhance  the  appearance  of  your 
plot.  Scattered  tastefully 
about  you  will  find  just  a hint 
of  mint  to  alleviate  the  harsh 
rawness  and  odors  usually 
brought  on  by  rapid  decompo- 
sition. 

Make  this  30  second  test.  Slash 
the  satin  lining  of  any  competing 
casket.  Notice  that  the  cotton  stuffing 
is  poorly  packed,  with  unsightly  loose 
ends  that  spoil  the  appearance  of  your 
casket.  Now  flip  open  the  top  of  a 
Debonaire  Casket  and  make  the  same  test. 
Say  now... you'll  notice  the  difference 
immediately!  The  longer,  finer  strands 
of  Debonaire 's  exclusive  long-staple 
stuffing  keeps  its  shape.  No  loose  ends 
hanging  messily  about.  Just  fine,  rich, 
firmly  packed  stuffing.  This  means  that 
you  get  a smoother  interment,  a longer- 
lasting,  even  decay. 

Debonaire  Caskets  are  available  in 
two  sizes:  regular  (Model  A)  and  king- 
size  (Model  0).  The  discriminating 
doomed  who  know  most  usually  choose  the 
big  "0". 

(Continued  on  page  16) 
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by  stan  hames 


1]  he  announcement  of  the  repeal  of 
. the  drinking  ban  at  the  recently  held 
1FC  ball  was  met  with  gala  exultation 
and  unbridled  celebration.  The  official 
word  came  directly  from  the  office  of 
the  beloved  President  Homer  Elks- 
tooth.  The  Most  Honorable  Gary  Erp- 
ley  read  the  message  from  the  presi- 
dent, being  interrupted  frequently  bv 
uncontrollable  applause  and  cheers 
from  the  exuberant  Greeks.  The  climax 
of  the  evening  came  when  Erpley, 
raising  his  martini  glass  high  and  pro- 
claiming “More  Liberalism,  Hedon- 
ism, and  Sensualism  for  all,”  slipped 
and  fell  off  the  balcony  into  the  band- 
stand, denting  a tuba.  (The  highlv  suc- 
cessful dance  was  held  at  Nick’s  Bistro, 
with  Bob  Boogie  and  his  Nine  Nasty 
Nose  Pickers  providing  the  soothing 
“Music  for  Young  Muggers.”) 

Virgin  Piggs,  sagacious  vice-presi- 
dent of  SGA,  is  reported  doing  well 
after  undergoing  mental  observation  at 
George  Washington  Hospital.  He 
cracked  up  under  the  strain  of  the  last 
round  of  final  examinations,  and  was 
apprehended  running  naked  through 
the  campus  late  one  night  waving  a 
“Patty  Gush  for  SGA”  poster  and 
screaming,  “Martin  Luther  is  burning 
in  hell.” 

The  KA’s  and  the  SAM’s  have 
moved  into  their  new  houses  on  fra- 
ternity row  where  thirtv-four  and  a 
half  kegs  of  beer  were  consumed  by 
eight-hundred  screaming,  milling, 
Maryland  inteleetuals.  The  foray  was 


attended  by  such  notables  as  Russel  B. 
Alien,  Rabbi  Ben  Ezra,  and  a genuine 
replica  of  Robert  E.  Lee’s  horse’s  ass. 

Wicomico  Hall  has  been  given  the 
Virago  Award  of  the  Year  by  the  Stu- 
dent’s Bordelo  Evaluation  Committee. 
They  won  unanimously  on  the  grounds 
that  they  know  more  about  other 
people’s  business  than  other  people 
and  also  for  their  strict  adherence  to 
the  creed,  “Women  are  much  like 
pianos  in  brand:  Some  are  upright  and 
some  are  grand.” 

There’s  a certain  ghetto  on  Colum- 
bia Avenue  where  strange  and  secretive 
things  have  been  going  on,  or  we 
should  say,  going  off.  Commonly 
known  as  Al’s,  Jerry’s,  or  Larry’s  pad, 
it  is  the  meeting  place  for  many  a 
campus  orgv.  ft  can  be  stated  for  a 
fact  that  girls  have  taken  overnight 
leaves  and  spent  the  night  there.  The 
three  boys  that  live  there  have  a vo- 
cabularv  unheard  of  in  English  class- 
rooms. This  includes  expressions  such 
as  hambone,  matsa-ball,  make  the 
scene,  snappin’  your  wire,  pull  up  a 
pig,  and  they  spell  “mother”  with  two 
v’s.  Thev  have  a fishbowl  in  the  en- 
trance fover  (mother-fover  that  is)  of 
the  house  with  a salacious  figurine  in 
it.  If  you  want  to  know  what  it  is,  call 
AP  7-9369. 

The  DG’s  are  relieved:  Betty’s  Bush 
has  been  found.  A certain  telephone- 
caller  received  the  prize  for  uncover- 
ing the  secret. 

The  Kappa’s  have  added  another 
girl  to  their  pinned  list,  only  the  wax- 
in  which  the  event  was  announced  was 
rather  ludicrous.  A blushing  young 
coed  burst  into  the  Kappa  house  one 
evening,  breathless  and  excited.  The 


girls  rushed  to  her  side  in  anticipation 
of  the  wonderful  news.  The  house- 
mother took  her  fiand  in  an  effort  to 
calm  her  racing  heart.  Finally,  after 
gaining  some  semblance  of  composure, 
she  unbuttoned  her  coat,  threw  it 
open,  and  shouted,  “Look!  I’m  pinned!” 
The  pin  was  there  all  right,  on  her 
back. 

Bert  Sugar  has  5,000  buttons  with 
“Bert  Sugar  for  President”  on  them. 
They  are  for  sale,  being  left  over  from 
his  high  school  and  college  days.  His 
price:  $1.69  per  gross  Cheap. 

I collegiate  young  chap  was 
stopped  on  campus  recently  in  con- 
nection with  a poll  conducted  bv  a 
television  show.  “Do  you  know  the 
story  of  Little  Red  Riding  Hood?”  was 
the  question.  “Certainly,”  he  said. 
“There  used  to  be  a little  girl  who  al- 
ways wore  a red  chiffon  blazer  with 
‘Road  Prowlers’  printed  on  the  back. 
You  see  she  was  a hood.  One  day  she 
was  taking  a bunch  of  her  bovs  over  to 
lean  on  her  Grandmother  who  lived  on 
the  other  side  of  the  woods  for  not 
paying  her  protection  money  on  time. 
A big  bad  wolf  came  up  to  her  and 
asked  her  where  this  “Grandmother” 
was  and  said  “I’m  going  to  eat  vour 
Grandmother,”  and  he  would  have, 
too,  but  a woodcutter  beat  him  to  it. 

With  the  dismissal  of  the  Publica- 
tions Board  and  the  Student  Life  Com- 
mittee, the  Most  Benevolent  Homer 
Elkstooth  gave  the  green  light  to  all 
publications,  and,  accordingly,  the 
Four  T’s  (heretofore  secret  society 
newsletter)  came  out  from  exile.  The 
editor  revealed  himself  as  none  other 
than  Mike  Todd,  with  keen  Bert  Sugar 
as  copy  bov. 
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Making  the  Most 


a satire  on  the  single  man  by  dick  wilson 


fl^HE  young  man  of  today  is  a hunted 
1 animal.  His  very  existence  is  im- 
periled by  a cunning  horde  of  females 
who  seek  to  bind  his  body  and  soul  in 
the  chains  of  matrimony.  In  stalking 
their  prey,  this  band  of  temptresses 
employs  countless  diabolical  methods 
of  persuasion.  These  range  all  the  way 
from  a dash  of  Arpege  on  their  delicate 
wrists  to  daddy’s  shotgun.  The  trap  is 
baited  and  the  bewildered  male 
marches  unsuspectingly  into  its  iron 
jaws.  Once  hooked,'  all  paths  lead  to 
the  altar.  A few  men  are  clever  enough 
to  avoid  this  disaster.  They  become 
members  in  good  standing  of  that 
happy,  often  temporary,  institution 
known  as  bachelorhood. 

The  established  bachelor  is,  of 
necessity,  a keenly  observant  and  eva- 
sive individual.  He  has  outsmarted  the 
American  female,  a feat  which  re- 
quires the  raw  courage  of  a Napoleon, 
the  perseverance  of  a Columbus,  and 
the  diplomatic  genius  of  a Woodrow 
Wilson.  But  wait.  The  battle  is  not 
won.  Having  achieved  the  lofty  perch 
of  bachelorhood,  the  male  animal  must 
not  slump  into  the  state  of  apathetic 
contentment  which  is  so  characteristic 
of  the  newly-appointed  free  man.  His 
is  not  an  ordinary  gift.  It  is  a gift  to 
be  cherished,  one  which  carries  many 
blessings.  Its  owner  must  not  only 
count  these  blessings,  he  must  use 
them  to  his  advantage.  In  leading  a 
full  and  vigorous  life,  he  must  capture 
all  the  jovs  of  his  single  existence. 

This  is  not  easy.  In  addition  to  his 
native  intelligence,  the  bachelor  must 
have  a vast  array  of  information  and 
basic  principles  at  his  fingertips.  He 
must  know  how  to  behave  in  certain 
situations,  how  to  handle  touchy  social 
dilemmas,  the  material  necessities  of 
his  status,  and,  most  important  of  all, 
he  must  possess  an  infallible  knowl- 
edge of  the  traits,  categories,  motives, 
and  desires  of  the  opposite  sex. 

The  worthy  bachelor  does  not  look 
on  a woman  as  a plague  to  be  avoided, 
but  rather  as  a sensuous  and  beautiful 
animal  who  was  put  on  this  earth  for 
his  enjoyment.  He  does  not  condemn 
marriage,  in  fact  he  fully  expects  to 


take  a wife  when  he  becomes  bored 
with  his  venture  as  a single  man.  But 
at  the  moment  he  is  concerned  with 
enjoying  his  female  companionship 
without  becoming  emotionally  in- 
volved. He  is  intent  on  making  the 
most  of  womanhood,  or  maybe,  mak- 
ing the  most  women. 

In  any  case,  he  should  simplify 
matters  by  placing  all  women  into 
broad  categories.  This  is  not  always 
easy,  but  once  it  is  done  he  will  dis- 
cover methods  of  approach  and  weak- 
nesses common  to  the  groups.  The 
ladies  may  be  categorized  and  analyzed 
in  the  following  manner: 

The  Sweetie— This  effervescent  miss 
is  99  44/100%  pure  and  will  let  you 
know  it  whenever  the  opportunity  pre- 
sents itself.  She  is  fighting  a constant 
battle  against  thoughts  of  vice  which 
creep  into  her  mind  and  threaten  to 
upset  the  orderliness  of  her  virtuous 
existence.  She  is  the  last  hope  for  the 
renewal  of  chastity  belt  manufacturing. 

This  type  is  difficult  to  recognize  at 
first  meeting  because  she  will  appear 
to  be  nothing  more,  than  an  extremely 
happy  extrovert,  one  who  is  deeply 
concerned  with  the  welfare  of  her 
fellow  mortals.  But  don’t  be  deceived. 
Listen  for  the  word  ‘mother’  in  her  con- 
versation. She  will  be  bubbling  over  at 
all  times  and  place  a positive  value  on 


almost  everything  she  encounters,  ex- 
clusive of  sin,  of  course.  Smash  her  in 
the  mouth  a few  times.  She  will  inter- 
pret this  as  a sign  of  affection. 

The  sweetie  has  been  known  to  in- 
habit revival  meetings,  women’s 
club  socials,  and  W.C.T.U.  conven- 
tions. She  is  believed  to  be  hiding  out 
under  her  mother’s  skirts.  If  you  see 
her,  approach  with  caution.  She  is 
armed  with  a pocket  edition  of  Nor- 
man Vincent  Peale’s  writings  and  is 
considered  dangerous. 

If  you  are  the  adventuresome  type 
and  would  like  to  meet  the  challenge 
of  the  sweetie,  there  are  two  basic 
avenues  of  approach.  First  is  the 
holier  than  thou’  routine.  Tell  her  that 
vou  are  a missionary  and  have  recentlv 
returned  from  the  wilds  of  Africa.  Pic- 
ture yourself  as  a man  of  energy,  a 
crusader,  a firmly  entrenched  enemv 
of  all  evil.  Ask  her  up  to  your  place  to 
see  your  elephant  tusk  colection.  If 
you  get  her  this  far,  the  rest  is  easy. 
Throw  on  a few  Liberace  records  and 
loosen  her  up  with  a few  glasses  of 
Kool-Aid.  Then  attack  her.  You  can’t 
possibly  hate  vourself  for  bringing  a 
little  sin  into  an  otherwise  drab 
existence. 

If  vou  aren’t  feeling  verv  puritanical, 
the  second  approach  is  for  you.  Por- 
tray vourself  as  a sinner  in  need  of  re- 
form. Being  a reformer  in  need  of  sin, 
the  sweetie  will  be  drawn  to  vou  by  a 
strange  magnetic  power.  If  she  is  con- 
vinced of  your  good  intentions,  she 
will  make  you  her  pet  project.  Ask  her 
up  to  vour  apartment  to  help  you  pour 
vour  liquor  down  the  drain.  Once 
vou’ve  got  her  behind  locked  doors, 
waste  no  words.  Attack  her.  She  will 
understand  because  you  have  already 
established  vourself  as  the  immoral 
type. 

The  rich  psuedo-sophisticate— This 
one  is  easy  to  recognize.  She  is 
usually  equipped  with  an  imported 
British  accent,  flash}-  attire,  and  a nose 
which  holds  a steady  45°  angle.  More 
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aloof  and  poised  than  other  girls,  this 
doll  will  make  you  feel  that  you  are 
damn  lueky  just  to  be  able  to  stand 
there  and  talk  to  her.  But  don’t  fall  for 
this  routine.  Beat  her  at  her  own  game. 
Fling  a few  dollars  around  the  room. 
Whisper  sweet  stock  quotations  in  her 
ear.  Tell  her  your  ‘mater’  is  the  author 
of  the  social  register.  Swing  a quick 
G.I.  loan  and  take  her  to  dinner  at  the 
Ritz  in  a Hertz-rented  Cadillac. 

Entice  her  to  your  apartment  with 
the  promise  of  a money  counting  orgy. 
In  this  case,  you  musn’t  be  too  quick 
with  your  passionate  advances.  Find 
out  about  her  daddy.  He  might  be  a 
fruitful  business  connection.  Evaluate 
the  girl  as  possible  marriage  partner. 
If  you’re  convinced  that  you  could 
stand  living  with  her  for  a period  ex- 
tending into  months,  behave  for  the 
moment  and  soften  her  up  for  a pro- 
posal. This  type  of  marriage  is  not  con- 
sidered a breach  of  promise,  in  terms 
of  bachelorhood.  It’s  really  just  a one 
or  two  year  vacation  from  the  drud- 
gery of  the  business  world.  Before  put- 
ting the  ring,  which  she  buvs,  on  her 
finger  establish  a definite  date  for  the 
divorce  in  your  mind. 

If  the  lady  doesn’t  measure  up  by 
either  of  these  standards,  go  ahead  and 
assault  her. 

Occasionally,  a rich  girl  will  require 
the  torn  tee-shirt  and  “to  hell  with 
everybody’’  technique.  If  she  is  thor- 
oughly disgusted  with  the  rigid  deco- 
rum of  her  environment,  she  will  be 
receptive  to  your  slovenliness.  Grind 
out  a few  cigarette  butts  on  her  Persian 
rug.  When  drinking  beer,  let  a little 
dribble  down  your  chin.  Maintain  a 
bedraggled  appearance  and  let  a con- 
stant stream  of  vulgarities  flow  from 
vour  lips. 

hen  you’re  ready  to  make  your 
move,  invite  her  up  for  a meeting 
of  the  Marlon  Brando  Fan  Club.  Put 
a copy  of  Fats  Domino’s  ‘Music  to 
Rebel  Bv’  on  the  hi-fi  and  serve  her 
some  59  a gallon  wine  in  a rusty  can- 
teen cup.  You  won’t  have  to  attack 
her.  She  will  be  so  enthused  with  the 


possibility  of  capturing  a prehistoric 
man  that  she  will  chase  you  around 
the  room  uttering  animal-like  sounds 
as  she  goes. 

The  country  girl— She  can  usually  be 
identified  bv  the  simplicity  of  her  at- 
tire, her  calluses,  the  absence  of  shoes, 
and  innumerable  other  rural  traits.  If 
you  happen  to  be  a traveling  salesman, 
your  chances  of  success  are  practically 
nil.  If  this  is  not  the  case,  then  proceed 
with  caution.  Tell  her  that  you  are  an 
ex-sharecropper  turned  scientist.  Sav 
that  you  have  been  experimenting  with 
the  crossbreeding  of  cows  and  horses, 
a great  contribution  to  thirsty  eow- 
bovs.  Rent  a buckboard  and  take  her 
on  a field  trip.  Since  this  will  be  a ven- 
ture in  nature  study,  she  will  have  no 
grounds  for  resisting  your  advances. 

The  cash  fixation  girl— She  is  a real 


test.  You  will  find  that  she  is  equipped 
with  such  stock  expressions  as  “buy  me 
this,”  “lets  go  there,”  “loan  me  five”  or, 
simply,  “gimme  the  cash.”  You  must 
make  her  believe  that  you  are  a man 
of  means,  as  you  did  with  the  rich  girl. 
Shower  her  with  small  gifts  such  as 
pencils,  chewing  gum,  and  shoe  laces. 

(Continued  on  page  8) 
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But , in  Reality  . . . 


Has  it  ever  occurred  to  you  that  most 
works  of  fiction  have  the  same  stereo- 
typed ending?  Whether  it  be  in  books, 
short  stories,  movies,  television  or  any 
other  mode  of  presentation,  the  stories 
unwaveringly  guide  themselves  toward 
the  same,  easily  predictable  conclu- 
sions. In  hope  of  bringing  a small  bit 
of  reality  into  the  already  dream- 
infested  world  of  the  college  student, 
I herewith  present  a series  of  dramatic 
climaxes,  as  they  might  occur  in  real 
life. 

-ft  # $ 

First,  the  tender  love  story.  (Worthing- 
to  Xavier  O’Mellington,  Philadelphia 
socialite,  had  been  torn  from  the  arms 
of  his  beloved  steel  heiress,  Mary 
Funk,  and  shipped  off  to  the  wilds  of 
Camden,  New  Jersey,  never  to  see  her 
again.  Worthington  manages  an  escape 
and  hurries  to  Mary’s  sivank  suburban 
mansion,  for  the  inevitable  joyous  re- 
union. As  the  scene  opens,  Worthing- 
ton is  pawing  through  the  bushes  in 
Mary’s  back  yard,  tenderly  crying  out 
the  name  of  his  one  and  only.) 
worthington:  Where  in  the  hell  art 
thou,  lotus-eyed  one?  (He  hears  the 
rustle  of  Mary’s  combat  boots  as  she 
glides  gracefully  from  the  outhouse.) 
mary:  When  did  you  blow  into  town, 
jack? 

worthington:  Oh,  Mary,  Mary,  Mary, 
Mary.  How  can  I tell  you  how  I’ve 
missed  you?  The  days  were  like 
years,  every  minute  an  eternitv.  I 
lived  for  the  moment  when  I could 
take  you  in  my  arms  again  and 
softly  caress  your  switchblade  scars. 
We  ll  never  be  apart  again,  never, 
never,  never,  never. 
mary:  I guess  I’ve  missed  you  a little 
too,  Worthington.  Loan  me  five? 
worthington:  Sure,  sure,  Mary.  Now, 
tell  me  what  vou’ve  been  doing  with 
yourself. 

mary:  Oh,  nothing  spectacular. 
Turned  a few  tricks  in  Philly  last 
month,  but  outside  of  that,  life  has 
been  a drag.  Now,  tell  me,  what’s 
the  pitch? 


a satire  by  dick  wilson 

worthington:  Mary,  I’ve  come  to 
take  you  away  from  all  this.  We’ll 
get  married  tonight.  I’ve  got  a 
trailer  we  can  live  in  until  we  can 
get  settled  in  the  Salvation  Army. 
mary:  Get  outta  my  face  with  that 
marriage  talk.  I ain’t  marrying  you 
or  anyone  else,  yon  fat  eunuch.  I 
hate  you,  you  repulsive  dud.  I 
wouldn’t  have  a disgusting  pig  like 
you  for  a husband. 

worthington:  Mary,  if  you  don’t  love 
me  anymore,  please  say  so. 
mary:  Don’t  hang  me  up  with  dra- 
matics, you  cesspool  with  legs.  I not 
only  don’t  love  you,  but  the  very 
sight  of  you  nauseates  me. 

(The  distraught  Worthington  throws 
himself  into  the  path  of  the  gardener’s 
speeding  lawnmower  and  dies  in 
agony.) 

mary  (going  through  his  ivallet): 
Tough  break.  Five,  ten,  fifteen  .... 

-ft  -ft  -ft 

Another  dramatic  sequence  which  is 
usually  equipped  with  a standard  cli- 
max is  the  western  bar  room  shoot  out. 
In  reality,  it  probably  happened  like 
this: 

$ $ * 

(Ten  ruthless  gunmen,  led  by  Andy 
Devine,  are  holed  up  in  the  Last  Pants 
Saloon,  holding  Zsa  Zsa  Domino,  the 
marshal’s  one  and  only,  as  a hostage. 
Meanwhile,  back  in  the  gutter.  Mar- 
shal Matt  Miltown  is  awaking  from  a 
three-day  wine  drunk  and  preparing 
to  destroy  the  evildoers  and  rescue  his 
ginch.  He  pushes  the  swinging  doors 
open  and  steps  confidently  into  the 
room.  The  doors  swing  confidently 
back  and  knock  him  on  his  keester.  He 


gets  up  and  coolly  surveys  the  scene. 
Zsa  Zsa  is  sitting  in  a contour  chair, 
casually  picking  her  nose  and  reading 
a copy  of  Playboy  and  belting  down 
straight  shots  of  water  like  it  was 
water.  As  the  scene  opens,  Marshal 
Miltown,  hoping  to  avoid  gunplay, 
tries  to  throw  a scare  into  the  nasties.) 
miltown:  All  right,  you  punks,  I’m 
from  Texas,  where  men  are  men 
and  sheep  are  damn  scared.  Why 
don’t  you  be  a real  keen  bunch  of 
fellows  and  leave  town  at  your 
convenience? 

devine:  We  ain’t  a-goin  nowhere,  fat 
daddy,  and  thet  thar’  little  girlie 
ain’t  neither.  She’s  had  a bellv  full 
of  vour  country  lovin’,  fat  daddy, 
and  we’s  gonna  run  off  and  be 
hitched,  ain’t  we  girlie? 
zsa  zsa:  Sho  iniff,  fat  daddy. 
miltown:  Is  that  true,  Woman? 
zsa  zsa  : Sho’  ’nuff , fat  daddy. 
devine:  She’s  got  big  eyes  for  me  now, 
right  chick? 

zsa  zsa  (Leafing  through  Harbrace 
Handbook)-.  Sho’  ’nuff,  fat  daddy. 
(Miltown  decides  that  by  killing  De- 
vine  he  will  frighten  the  other 
schtnucks.) 

miltown:  Okay,  Andy,  what  do  you 
think  of  Wilkin’s  Coffee? 
devine:  Never  tasted  it. 

(Boom!  Miltown  shoots  him  down.  The 
rest  of  the  creeps  begin  frantically 
guzzling  Wilkins.) 

miltown  (Turning  on  Zsa  Zsa):  So 
you  wuz  gonna  cut  out  on  me,  eh? 
And  I suppose  you  never  tasted 
Wilkin’s  neither? 
zsa  zsa:  Sho’  ’nuff,  fat  daddy. 

(Boom!  Shoots  her  in  the  nostrils,  hol- 
sters his  zip-gun,  and  then  is  shot  in 
the  back  by  a berserk  teenage  were- 
wolf, who  is  obviously  in  the  wrong 
picture.  The  werewolf  turns  out  to  be 
a dixieland  trumpet  player  and  the 
scene  ends  with  him  blowing  up  a 
storm  and  the  remaining  outlaws 
screaming,  “Saints,  Saints,”  like  so 
many  animals.) 

(Continued  on  page  20) 
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, Have  you  seen  those  new  ROUND  \ 


Wamsutta®  Supercale®  sheets? 

And. ..don't  you  think  round  beds 

are  absolutely  the  most???  I'm 

simply  longing  for  one  when 

we're  married  --  but  even  if 

our  bed  isn't  round. ..I'm  in- 

I 

I sisting  on  stacks  and  stacks  of 

I 

| Wamsutta  Supercale  for  my 
trousseau.  You  needn't  say  I 


told  you.... but  if  anybody  asks., 
just  say  Wamsutta  Supercale 


sheets  and  pillow  cases.'.'.' 


the  treasured  sheets  for  fine  trousseaus  for  generations— famed  for  their  fine  super-silken  quality  and 
super-practical,  too,  because  they  last  so  beautifully  for  so  many,  many  years. 

And  for  dormitory  rooms  . . . Wamsutta  DEBUCALE1®. . . next  to  Supercale,  the  finest  sheet  in  the  world! 

WAMSUTTA  MILLS,  Dept.  S 61,  1430  Broadway,  New  York  18,  New  York 
Division  of  M.  Lowenstein  & Sons,  Inc.,  Makers  oj  Wamsutta  Heritage  Towels. 
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BACHELORHOOD 

(Continued  from  page  5) 


Show  her  that  money  is  no  object.  Ask 
her  up  for  dinner.  Buy  a couple  of 
anemic  chickens  and  advertise  them  as 
guinea  hen,  being  sure  to  remark 
“Tastes  just  like  chicken,  doesn’t  it?” 
Say  that  you  rented  your  apartment 
sight  unseen  and  that  you  are  planning 
to  return  to  your  country  home  next 
week,  erasing  all  doubts  about  your 
living  conditions.  After  a few  glasses 
of  your  imported  (from  Milwaukee) 
beer,  she  should  be  ready  for  the  kill. 
By  this  time,  her  high  esteem  of  your 
financial  status  will  insure  her  coopera- 
tion with  your  every  wish. 

The  I-am-a-woman-and-I-know-why 
type— This  one  is  more  commonly 
known  as  “loose,”  “easy,”  or  just  plain 
“immoral.”  She  is  often  the  bachelor’s 
joy  but  can  be  a burden  because  she 
offers  so  little  challenge.  Just  for  the 
hell  of  it,  you  should  play  hard  to  get. 
Hit  all  the  hot  spots:  D.A.R.  conven- 
tions, museums,  and  bridge  clubs. 
Leave  her  at  her  door  without  a good- 
night kiss.  Call  her  the  next  day  and 
ask  her  to  drop  by  and  dig  your  stamp 
collection.  When  she  arrives,  casually 
toss  down  a straight  shot  of  chocolate 
milk  and  begin  intently  reading  a copy 
of  “Little  Women.”  At  this  point,  she’ll 
be  so  frustrated  that  she’ll  assault  you 
and  that’s  more  fun  anyway. 

The  intellectual— Usually  hiding 
behind  a pair  of  horn  rimmed  glasses 
and  an  air  of  superiority,  especially  if 
she  is  of  the  pseudo  variety.  Her  ab- 
normal interest  in  the  pursuit  of  knowl- 
edge will  lead  to  her  downfall,  as  far 
as  you  are  concerned.  Assume  a bohe- 
mian appearance  (dark  glasses  and 
snowshoes  will  do)  and  tell  her  that 
you  are  an  unemployed  librarian.  Ask 


her  up  to  hear  your  Dylan  Thomas 
records.  Your  offensive  should  be 
backed  by  a few  soft  utterances  from 
Shakespeare  sonnets  and  a vow  that 
you  are  doing  a practical  study  of  the 
Kinsey  Report. 

The  approach  to  the  pseudo-intel- 
lectual is  roughly  the  same  except  that 
you  should  bewilder  her  with  a steady 
verbal  stream  of  remote  quotations 
and  little  known  facts.  If  you  don’t 
have  time  to  memorize  these,  scribble 
a few  on  your  shirt  cuffs  and  insert  a 
slip  of  paper  with  the  necessary  infor- 
mation inside  the  cellophane  on  a pack 
of  cigarettes.  Look  upon  the  whole  bit 
as  an  examination  and  recall  a few  of 
the  cribbing  techniques  which  helped 
you  through  school. 

The  mental  cripple— First  you  must 
determine  whether  the  girl’s  mind  is 
genuinely  imperious  to  knowledge  or 
whether  she  is  using  it  as  a front  for  a 
scheming  personality.  If  you  have  the 
first  variety,  consider  yourself  fortu- 
nate. There  is  no  need  to  investigate 
or  offer  advice  on  how  to  pursue  the 
dummy. 

As  for  the  actress,  she  is  usually  a 
real  professional.  She  makes  her  way 
in  life  by  deceiving  males  into  believ- 
ing that  she  is  a soft  touch.  Your  best 
bet  here  is  to  show  her  that  you  are 
more  of  an  imbecile  than  she  could 
ever  hope  to  be.  When  she  says  “My 
last  boy  friend  just  got  his  seduction 
notice  from  the  army,”  come  back  with 
“How  did  it  infect  him,  was  he  re- 
pressed?” Ask  her  over  to  read  match 
book  covers  to  you.  If  you’re  convinc- 
ing enough,  she’ll  be  easily  conquered. 
When  you  begin  your  onslaught,  she’ll 
undoubtedly  think  to  herself:  “This 
cretin  doesn’t  know  anv  better.” 

The  down-to-earth,  intelligent,  inde- 
pendent type—  Don’t  even  try  to  make 
this  one.  Marry  her!  She’s  a scarce 
commodity,  so  don’t  pass  her  up.  If 
you  think  that  Indians  are  the  “Vanish- 
ing Americans,”  just  trv  to  find  one  of 
these. 

* O © 

The  aforementioned  categories  are 
by  no  means  all-inclusive.  Many  fe- 
males incorporate  three  or  four  of 
these  qualities  and  some  are  off  on 
radical  tangents  that  defy  classifica- 
tion. They  will,  however,  present  the 
stiffest  tests  for  the  bachelor  in  his 
quest  for  feminine  companionship. 
Now,  lets  investigate  the  problem  of 
where  to  find  them. 

The  United  States  is  a ‘happy  hunt- 


ing ground'  for  the  bachelor.  In  the 
total  population  we  find  that  there  are 
close  to  3 million  more  women  than 
men.  A further  break-down  reveals 
that  in  age  group  20  to  24  there  is  a 
plurality  of  1,800,000  females;  in  age 
group  25  to  29  almost  500,000;  and  in 
the  30  to  34  group  another  half  mil- 
lion. The  reason  for  the  wide  differ- 
ence in  the  first  is  the  exclusion  of  the 
armed  forces  population,  a fact  which 
should  win  the  military  a few  friends 
from  the  ranks  of  bachelorhood.  Mas- 
sachusetts, New  York,  Ohio,  Missouri, 
Georgia,  and  Washington,  D.  C.  are 
the  areas  showing  the  greatest  excesses 
in  female  populace.  Massachusetts  and 
Washington,  D.  C.  offer  the  largest 
majorities  of  single  women  over  14. 


Should  you  grow  tired  of  the  day  to 
day  adventures  of  bachelorhood 
and  get  an  urge  to  try  a little  wedded 
bliss,  don’t  get  married  just  anywhere. 
Arizona,  Nevada,  New  Mexico,  the 
Canal  Zone,  and  Guam  all  operate 
under  the  desirable  plan  which  re- 
quires no  blood  test  and  no  waiting 
period  either  before  or  after  obtaining 
the  license.  If  you  want  to  save  on  the 
license  expense,  get  married  in  Puerto 
Rico,  where  they  go  for  40  cents.  If 
you  like  ’em  young,  travel  to  Missis- 
sippi, where  you  can  marry  a 12  year 
old  with  parental  consent. 

If  you  become  bored  with  your 
mate  and  want  to  get  back  into  circu- 
lation, Idaho  and  Nevada  require  only 
six  weeks  residence  before  you  are 
qualified  to  launch  divorce  proceed- 
ings. If  your  wife  turns  out  to  be  a 
scarlet  sister,  “Carry  her  back  to  old 
Virginny,”  the  only  state  which  pro- 
vides for  divorce  on  such  grounds. 

According  to  statistics,  the  average 
age  of  the  American  bridegroom  is  be- 
tween 26  and  27,  indicating  that  most 
males  put  in  at  least  a token  appear- 
ance in  the  world  of  bachelorhood. 
The  trouble  is  that  they  don’t  reap  the 
benefits  that  are  rightfully  theirs  dur- 
ing this  period.  Women  aren’t  really 
that  much  of  a problem,  they  just  want 
vou  to  think  they  are.  The  traditional 
battle  of  the  sexes  is  becoming  all  too 
one  sided  in  favor  of  the  females.  We 
mustn’t  let  this  continue.  We  must  as- 
sert our  manhood,  reassume  a position 
of  dignitv-  This  can  be  accomplished 
through  a blend  of  familiarity  with  the 
problem  and  practical  experience. 
Have  fun! 
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Lunch 


Twist 


a satire  by  dick  standridge 


I dropped  a quarter  into  the  sandwich 
I machine.  You  know,  the  one  in  the 
basement  of  A&S.  I pulled  the  ham  on 
rye  plunger  and  the  whole  front  of  the 
damned  machine  crashed  down  on  my 
stupid  head  knocking  me  back  into  the 
cigarette  machine  which  paid  off  in 
gangs  of  Kents.  You  know,  like  with 
the  micronight  filters  and  all  that.  I 
stood  there  rubbing  my  stupid  head 
and  stuffing  my  gashlike  mouth  full  of 
Kents.  I don’t  smoke  but  I eat  the  hell 
out  of  those  micronight  filters.  When 
the  remains  of  the  sandwich  machine 
stopped  smoking  and  hissing,  I groped 
around  in  the  nibble  to  see  if  any 
ham  on  ryes  survived  the  blast.  This  is 
the  part  nobody  believes.  Standing  on 
the  rubble  was  this  big,  stupid  sand- 
wich which  looked  like  a glandular 
case  because  it  was  six,  maybe  seven 
feet  high  with  canaway  seeds  as  big 
as  footballs.  I was  about  to  leap  on  it 
and  make  the  big  scarfing  scene  when 
this  big,  dumb  sandwich  begins  to 
open  slowly  like  it  had  eyes  to  eat  me 
up.  I screamed  and  jumped  into  the 
arms  of  a passing  broad,  but  she  called 
me  a putz  and  dropped  me  on  mv 
keester.  Well,  it  looked  pretty  grim, 


like  I was  going  to  be  the  first  schmuck 
in  history  to  be  scarfed  alive  by  a ham 
on  rye.  But  guess  what!  Suddenly, 
from  out  of  the  middle  of  this  big, 
dopey  sandwich  steps  this  harem  chick 
dressed  in  mustard.  I could  tell  she 
was  a harem  chick  because  she  was 
clinking  those  little  cymbals  which  all 
harem  broads  come  equipped  with  and 
she  was  shaking  her  fanny  like  in  the 
movies.  She  was  like  out  of  breath 
from  a groin  shot  and  panted,  “you’re 
mine,  you  vonderful  keeler,”  looking 
right  at  me  with  those  rabid  eyes, 
clinking  her  little  cymbals  in  mv  face 
like  I was  the  last  of  the  big  swords- 
men or  something.  I spit  a mouthful 
of  chewed  up  micronights  at  her,  but 
she  came  on  like  she  was  in  a passion 
with  mustard  dripping  from  her  body; 
but  only  now  she  whispered  huskily, 
“flv  away  wis  mee  to  zee  greel,”  and  I 
could  smell  hasheesh  on  her  breath,  so 
I knew  that  this  broad  was  coked  to 
her  emerald-inlaid  navel.  Just  about 
then  the  Macke  man  is  making  it 
around  the  corner  to  make  sure  that 
all  the  bandits  are  broken  and  still 
sucking  up  nickles  according  to  old 
man  Macke’s  deathbed  request.  He 


saw  the  broad  stroking  the  hair  on  my 
stupid  head  and  then  he  eyeballed  the 
mustard  tracks  leading  from  the 
smashed  machine  to  where  the  chick 
was  giving  me  the  oriental  version  of 
the  back-seat-parkinglot-A  bit.  He  got 
real  saltv  about  the  whole  thing,  jump- 
ing up  and  down  and  jiggling  his 
ehangemaker  like  hell  and  yelling  that 
the  broad  and  me  had  rifled  his  stupid 
machine.  The  chick  hissed,  “Keel 
heem,  Sighhebe,”  so  I grabbed  another 
sniff  of  her  hasheeshy  breath  for  cour- 
age and  shuffled  over  to  the  coffee 
machine,  dialed  black  and  pushed  the 
extra  coffee  button  and  ha,  ha,  ha,  I 
gloated  as  the  machine  groaned  and 
spewed  some  extra  coffee  into  my  cup, 
which  is  against  old  man  Macke’s  rules 
for  getting  rich.  Well,  anyway,  I got  a 
cupful  of  coffee  which  smelled  like 
Esso  Extra  and  dashed  it  right  into  his 
sniveling  face.  The  pain  must  have 
been  excruciating  because  he  dug  his 
fingers  into  his  face,  which  reminded 
me  of  mama  squeezing  cantaloupes  at 
the  supermarket.  While  I stood  there 
kicking  him  in  the  shins  and  licking 

(Continued  on  next  page) 
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mustard  off  the  broad's  back,  a pretty  strange  thing  hap- 
pened. His  face  started  to  melt  and  drip  through  his 
clawing  fingers,  splattering  all  over  the  floor.  The  broad 
pulled  the  fainting  bit  and  while  she  went  down,  I copped 
the  emerald  from  her  navel,  neatly  severing  the  golden 
umbilical  cord  attached  to  it.  I started  to  foot  it  for  the 
side  door,  but  I slipped  on  the  mustard— smeared  bottom 
of  the  broad.  Good  scene,  too,  because  as  I crashed  to  the 
floor  a long,  bad  looking  dagger  sang  by  my  stupid  head 
and  scruntched  into  the  wall  and  sat  there  quivering 
twaaanggg  like  in  the  movies.  I looked  sheepishly  around 
and  what  do  you  think.  Under  the  last  melting  drops  of  the 
Macke  man  stood  Turhan  Sabu  with  a rose  in  his  vicious 
mouth.  He  swallowed  the  rose,  gulped,  and  screamed,  “Die, 
infidel!”  and  started  spitting  thorns  at  me.  I saw  that  I was 
in  a pretty  bad  scrape  so  I had  to  think  quick,  which  is  no 
joke  for  a college  man.  I ripped  off  my  Hillel  pin  and  bolted 
it  down  like  a Lappin  meatball.  The  clasp  was  open.  I per- 
ceived my  mistake,  as  Poe  says.  The  stupid  clasp  was  open 
and  it  plowed  a furrow  altheway  down  my  damned 
trachea  and  I sobbed  like  margaret  O'Brien  in  the  movies, 
and  furthermore  my  deception  didn't  work  because  I saw 
Turhan  Sabu  feeling  around  in  his  baggy  silk  knickers 
shouting,  “Death  to  the  accursed  one,”  and  when  he 
whipped  out  a peashooter  loaded  with  poisoned  spitballs  I 
dropped  to  my  scabby  knees  and  did  the  salami  scene  like 
in  the  joh  Hall  movies  saying,  “Allah  on  high  I genuflect 
to  you,  save  my  behind  from  Turhan  Sabu.”  And  then  I 
realized  in  my  stupid  head  that  I was  aiming  the  wrong 
way.  I shuffled  around  so  that  I should  be  pointing  east  but 
the  greaseball  was  right  on  top  of  me  like  I was  the  odds-on 
at  Pimlico  in  a boat  race.  I grabbed  him  by  the  head  and 
got  a lube  job  for  my  trouble.  Between  the  vaseline  and  the 
mustard  I was  as  slick  as  a cribsheet,  so  I just  squirted  out 
from  under  him  and  skimmed  across  the  floor  like  a hockey 
puck.  By  this  time  the  eooch  dancer  was  coming  to,  as  they 
say  in  some  of  the  poorer  movies.  Turhan  Sabu  had  pooped 
out  and  was  squatting  by  the  juice  machine  peevishly  giv- 
ing himself  a Toni.  He  looked  like  he  needed  a fix  bad,  so  I 
groped  around  in  the  chick’s  navel  looking  for  her  cache  of 
hasheesh.  I found  some  lint,  a copy  of  Peyton  Place,  a First 
Aid  kit,  and  a gang  of  sen-sen,  but  no  hasheesh.  I guess 
while  I was  browsing  in  her  navel  I accidently  jabbed  her 
ticklish  spot,  because  she  began  to  giggle  like  the  girls  at 
the  freshman  mixer  and  crooned,  “Coom  to  Bagdahd  wis 
mee,  you  schmuek.”  Hearing  this,  Turhan  Sabu  dashed  his 
pincurlers  to  the  floor  and  from  his  desert  boots  produced  a 
bad  looking  scimitar  all  the  while  hissing,  “Death  to  the 
unbeliever.”  I knew  that  the  chick  had  put  the  bad  mouth 
on  me  again,  so  I bounced  onto  the  popsicle  machine  and 
cut  loose  with  a Shazbam  like  in  the  comic  books.  When  the 
smoke  cleared,  I was  standing  where  it’s  safe  to  stand, 
talking  with  the  boys  at  the  Wall  where  everything  is  cool. 
But  before  the  chapel  bell  drives  me  from  this  sacred 
ground  by  these  hallowed  bricks,  let  me  reply  to  the  bad 
rumor  that’s  being  spread  about  me  from  the  Wall  to  the 


Mall.  The  broad  definitely  did  not  offer  me  a position  as  a 
harem  guard.  Turhan  Sabu  definitely  did  not  reach  me 
with  his  scimitar.  I fled  the  scene  because  I definitely  don’t 
like  religious  arguments.  Anything  else  is  a lie  and  if  it 
persists  I’m  going  to  scream  in  all  your  stupid  faces  with 
my  most  piercing  soprano,  and  leap  on  you  with  mv  newly- 
acquired,  ponderous  bulk. 

THE  END 


LOUIE  BARTLETT’S 
QUOTATIONS 

Did  it  ever  occur  to  you  how  useless  and  outdated 
some  of  our  old  reliable  savings  and  quotations 
are?  Louie  Bartlett,  a recent  midwife  for  the 
Princess  of  Monaco,  has  modernized  some  familiar 
sayings  with  the  sole  intent  of  making  them  more 
useless  than  they  already  are.  His  revisions  are  as 
follows: 

“Never  look  a gift  hearse  in  the  mouth.” 

“Seizing  is  believing.” 

“Don’t  count  vour  eunuchs  before  they’re 
hatched.” 

“A  man  can  bring  a nurse  to  water  but  he  can’t 
make  her.” 

“A  crib  sheet  in  hand  is  worth  ten  in  the  bush.” 

“A  nickel  for  your  thoughts.”  (Eisenhower 
Administration ) 

“I  give  you  a ginch  and  you  take  a mile.” 

“A  man’s  spouse  is  his  hassle.” 

“The  proof  of  the  ‘mystery  meat’  is  in  the 
eating.” 

“Never  put.  off  till  tomorrow  what  you  can  do 
next  week.” 

“Bug  thy  neighbor.” 
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o ur  petite,  blonde  “forest  elf’ 

in  leotards  on  this  and  the 
proceeding  page  is  Wanda 
Lea  Brown,  a sophomore 
in  home  economics.  Wanda 
is  a neat  5'4"  and  comes  to 
Maryland  from  nearby 
Washington  . . . need  we 
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he  curvacious  young  lady  in  the 
bathing  suit,  above,  and 
wearing  lounging  pajamas, 
below,  is  lovely  Jeanie 
Lacey.  Jeanie  has  that  rare 
combination  of  beauty  and 
brains— with  a 3.8  average. 
This  Kappa  is  a junior  in 
education  from  Bethesda. 
Too  bad,  bovs  . . . she’s 
pinned. 


Debuskey,  a sophomore  in 
education  from  Baltimore, 
takes  out  her  bow  and  ar- 
rows to  do  a little  hunting. 
(If  it’s  men  she’s  hunting, 
we  think  she  won’t  have  to 
look  far.)  Joan  Duvall  pre- 
fers a more  quiet  evening 
at  home  with  some  good 
records.  Joan  is  a junior  in 
home  economics  and  a 
member  of  Sigma  Kappa 
sororitv. 
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THE  OLD  LINE’ 


TV  GUIDE 


a satire  by  dick  wilson 


6:30  A.  M. 

3 — Mourning  Spectacular  — Musical 
comedy,  live  and  in  color.  Eddie 
Gershwin’s  “Orgy  and  Bess”  star- 
ring Rin-Tin-Tin,  Tempest  Storm, 
Shirley  Pimple,  Ethel  Barrymore, 
Jayne  Mansfield,  and  Francis  the 
Mule.  (17  hours). 

8:00  A.  M. 

3 — Breakfast  break  for  Spectacular 
(10  minutes). 

10:00  A.  M. 

3 — Spectacular — Coffee  break. 

6 — Telethon  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Mononucleosis  Fund.  (10  minutes). 

11:00  A.  M. 

3 — Spectacular  — 10  minute  break; 
Rin-Tin-Tin  will  find  a fire  hydrant. 

12:00  Noon 

3 — Spectacular — 10  minute  lunch 
break. 

6 — Sports — International  Dart  Finals 
from  Istanbul.  Commentary  by 
John  Foster  Dullness. 

8 — Ping  Pong  School — Miss  Thing 
shows  the  kiddies  how  to  make  a 
crib  sheet. 


9 — Captain  Kangaroo — Clips  from 
“And  God  Created  Woman”  are 
shown. 

1:00  P.  M. 

6 — Little  Rascals — Kids  organize  vice 
ring  to  raise  funds  for  their  carn- 
ival. Surprise  ending. 

8 —  News  and  Weather — Surprise  end- 
ing. 

9 —  Breakfast  Club — Emcee  Big  Jay 
McMealy  presides  as  Elvis  the  Pel- 
vis’s brother  and  other  celebs  stuff 
their  faces. 

1:30  P.  M. 

6 — Home— Arlene  Francis. 

8 —  House — Polly  Adler. 

9 —  Pad — A1  ‘Jazzbo’  Collins. 

2:00  P.  M. 

6 — Tumbleweed  Theater  — Hopalong 
Casmopipolis.  (1  hour). 

8 —  Garbage  Time — The  Cisco  Kid 
demonstrates  the  preparation  of 
‘mystery  meat’  and  Pancho  eats  it. 

9 —  The  Willie  Schwartz  Show — Willie 
demonstrates  mainlining  and  Pan- 
cho eats  it. 

2:30  P.  M. 

9 — Bishop  Spleen 
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The 

TOWN  HALL  TAVERN 

"FOR  REFRESHMENT" 

UNDER  NEW  MANAGEMENT 
AND 

ENLARGED  GREATLY 
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Rin-Tin-Tin  stars  in  a morning  spec- 
tacular today  at  6:30  on  Channel  3. 


3:00  P.  M. 

6 — People  Are  Funky  — The  Arrid 
Show. 

8 — Public  Offender — The  Stopette 
Show. 

4:00  P.  M. 

3 — Spectacular — Ten  minute  tea  break. 

6 — Mid-Afternoon  Movie  — “Saratoga 
Funk”  starring  Rock  Hudson  and 
Judy  Canova. 

8 —  Hags  Be  Seated — “Sorority  Girls 
Run  Wild”  is  the  feature  film  today. 
A crew  of  fifty  men  journeyed  into 
the  wilds  of  the  Kappa  Kappa 
Gamma  Sorority  House  to  film  this 
one  in  an  authentic  setting. 

9 —  Howdy  O’Lipschitz — Kids.  (1  hour). 

5:00  P.  M. 

8 —  Pimp  Tickle  Ranch — Movie,  “Kim 
Epstein  Rides  Again.” 

9 —  Superman — The  man  of  steel,  in 
reality  Dave  Heinly,  smashes  a 
Panhellenic  Council  narcotics  ring. 
Girl  reporter  Dinah  Brown  almost 
discovers  his  true  identity  in  this 
one  when  his  cape  becomes  en- 
tangled in  a typewriter  roller. 

5:30  P.  M. 

6 — Milt  Grunt’s  Bebop  Shop — Milt  pre- 
views The  Four  Asals  new  record, 
“Who  Spilled  Beer  on  the  Stove”  or 
“Foam  on  the  Range.” 

8 — The  Mickey  Jelke  Club — For  the 
kiddies.  Dirty  movies  today. 
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9 — The  Pig  Payoff — Coeds  from  Phenix 
City  College  vie  for  the  title  of 
“Ugliest  Ginch  on  Campus.” 

6:30  P.  M. 

3 — Spectacular— Dinner  break.  Fran- 
cis the  Mule  will  tell  raunchy  jokes 
during  the  pause. 

6 — The  Cisco  Kid — Cisco  saves  the 
mail  and  Pancho  eats  it. 

8 —  Betty  Furnace — Heat  Music. 

9 —  Mild  Bill  Hickok — Bill  gets  pistol- 
whipped  by  Belle  Starr. 

7:30  P.  M. 

6 — You  Asked  For  It — Live  telecast  of 
a sorority  dessert.  Viewers  not  tun- 
ing in  will  be  fined. 

8 —  Bold  Journey — The  cameras  take 
us  inside  the  Tri-Delt  house  where 
we  see  a typical  Saturday  night. 
Adults  only. 

9 —  Broken  Arrow — A Pi  Phi  breaks 
her  sorority  pin  and  her  sisters 
whip  her  with  a wet  Turkish  towel. 

8:30  P. M. 

6 — Do  You  Twist  the  Knife? — Nag- 
ging wives  answer  questions  while 
husbands  tighten  thumb  screws  for 
wrong  replies. 

8 —  Dragnet — With  the  aid  of  a crib- 
sheet,  Frank  finally  passes  his 
sergeant’s  exam.  His  success  is  in 
vain  because  he  is  shot  down  in  the 
street  by  a crazed  engineering- 
student. 

9 —  Gillette  Cavalcade  of  Shorts — Andy 
Devine  models  the  latest  in  men’s 
underwear. 

9:30  P.  M. 

3 — Spectacular — 10  minute  break  for 
Tempest  Storm  to  make  it  to  the 
keester. 

6 — Father  Knows  Incest — Family  ties 
are  shattered  as  balling  engulfs  the 
household. 


8 —  Maverick  — Barf  Maverick  plays 
strip  poker  in  the  AOPi  House  and 
shoots  his  way  out  when  he  gets 
down  to  a fig  leaf.  Surprise  ending. 

9 —  Have  Fun,  Will  Travel — A group 
of  nymphomaniacal  coeds  abduct 
the  Dean  of  History  and  take  him 
to  South  America,  only  to  discover 
that  he  was  willing  all  along. 

10:00  P.  M. 

8 —  Men  of  Annapolis — The  Middies 
are  humiliated  as  the  girls  of  Annie 
A storm  the  academy  walls  and 
make  off  87  pairs  of  G.I.  shorts. 

9 —  Mike  Wallace- — Mike  puts  a wild 
bunch  of  Alpha  Xi’s  on  the  spot 
concerning  their  private  lives  and 
comes  away  red-faced  and  exas- 
perated. 

10:30  P.  M. 

6 — You  Bet  Your  Wife — Discontented 
husbands  get  a chance  to  unload 
their  spouses  in  this  game  of 
matrimonial  musical  chairs.  Family 
type  entertainment. 

8 —  Oh!  Susanna — A vehicle  for  Quail 
Storm’s  multiple  talents.  In  this 
one  she  goes  off  to  college  and  be- 
gins an  affair  with  her  Psychology 
instructor,  only  to  discover  that  he 
has  halitosis.  Of  course,  there’s  the 
inevitable  question:  Continue  the 
interlude  or  take  an  ‘F’  in  the 
course.  TV  Guide  says:  Poorly  di- 
rected but  the  acting  is  really 
hung-up. 

9 —  Wyatt  Burp — The  legendary  mar- 
shal tangles  with  a senile  old  lady 
who  is  trying  to  set  up  an  illegal 
frozen  custard  stand  in  Dodge  City. 
In  his  typical  heroic  manner,  he 
smashes  her  in  the  kidneys  and 
puts  a bullet  in  her  navel,  thus 
maintaining  his  ice  cream  mo- 
nopoly. 


11:00  P. M. 

6 —  The  Late  Show — “The  Search  For 
Bridey  Wong”  (1930)  starring  Tab 
MacVoutie. 

7 —  The  Night  Show — “I  Was  An  Arm- 
pit  For  the  F.B.I.”  (1926),  the  in- 
side story  of  the  deodorant  rackets. 
Stars  Lance  Hangnail. 

9 — Sick  Flicks — “I  Was  A Teenage 
Nosepicker”  stalling  Audrey 
Heartburn.  Typical  yarn  about  a 
rebellious  teenager  who  uses  his 
switchblade  to  carve  his  initials  in 
his  father’s  keester. 

11:30  P.  M. 

3 — Spectacular — Grand  finale.  If  you 
must  know  the  details,  Tempest 
Storm  and  Francis  the  Mule  sing  a 
half-assed  duet;  Jayne  Mansfield, 
Shirley  Pimple,  and  Ethel  Barry- 
more start  a free-love  sorority;  and 
Rin-Tin-Tin  finds  happiness  with  a 
Beverly  Hills  St.  Bernard. 


L E D O 

RESTAURANT 

AMERICAN  AND  ITALIAN  FOOD 

PIZZA  BAKED  TO  ORDER 

ALL  FOOD  BOXED  TO  ORDER 
2420  University  Boulevard 

HA.  2-8622 
HA.  2-8122 


H ANNES 

FORMAL  WEAR 

RENTALS  AND  SALES 

TUXEDOS 

8229  GEORGIA  AVENUE 
JU.  9-0505  and  9-0502 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 
"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 


PHOTOENGRAVERS 

• fine  platemaking 

• complete  art  dept. 

• overnight  service 

for  prompt  efficient 
mobile  telephone  pickup 
and  delivery  service. 


JUniper  7-8211 

REX  ENGRAVING  CO.,  INC 

8045  NEWELL  STREET,  SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 


15 


This  section  is  devoted  to  some  of  the  most  profound 
thoughts  of  our  age  as  it  might  be  applied  to  the  college 
community.  We  sincerely  hope  that  our  readers  gain  a 
measure  of  inspiration  from  this  dignified  addition  to  our 
magazine. 

(1)  Advice  to  a coed  fleeing  the  freshman  mixer:  “Art 
thou  angry  with  him  whose  arm-pits  stink?  Art  thou  angry 
with  him  whose  mouth  smells  foul?  What  good  will  this 
anger  do  thee?  He  has  such  a mouth,  he  has  such  arm-pits: 
it  is  necessary  that  such  an  emanation  must  come  from  such 
things— but  the  man  has  reason,  it  will  be  said,  and  he  is 
able,  if  he  takes  pains,  to  discover  wherein  he  offends— I 
wish  thee  well  of  thy  discovery!” 

From:  The  Meditations  of  Marcus  Aurelius 

(2)  A distinguished  philosopher  writes  of  his  studies  of 
sorority  teas:  “The  central  concern  of  such  celebrations 
was,  almost  universally,  a complete  sexual  promiscuity 
overriding  every  form  of  established  tribal  law;  all  the 
savage  urges  of  the  mind  were  unleashed  on  those  occasions 
until  they  reached  that  paroxysm  of  lust  and  cruelty  which 
has  always  struck  me  as  the  ‘witches  cauldron’  par 
excellence.” 

From:  The  Birth  of  Tragedy,  Nietzsche. 

Campus 

Philosophies 

by  dick  wilson 
and  dick  standridge 

(3)  Words  of  a coed  who  has  been  chastised  by  her 
housemother  for  a 1:02  A.  M.  arrival:  “I  should  like  to  eat 
a potted  mother;  my  mother  must  be  put  in  a pot  and 
cooked,  then  there  would  be  a potted  mother  and  I could 
eat  her.” 

From:  Sex  in  Psycho-Analysis,  Sandor  Ferenczi. 

(4)  A sorority  girl’s  reaction  to  the  non-Ivy  League 
dresser  (i.e.  ‘cat’):  “However,  it  seems  that  the  cats  are 
feared  in  their  own  right,  because  people  will  fall  deathly 
ill  at  the  mere  sight  of  a certain  species  of  bush  cat,  and  on 
hearing  a cat  cry  they  will  rush  to  blow  their  anti-cat 
whistles,  and  sit  near  their  anti-cat  plants,  which  grow  in 
every  homestead.” 

From:  The  Heathens,  William  Howells. 

(5)  The  most  venerable  of  all  philosophers  gasps  at  his 
vision  of  a coeducation  P.E.  Class:  “And  won’t  the  most 
ridiculous  thing  of  all  be  to  see  the  women  taking  exercise 
naked  with  the  men  in  the  gymnasium.” 

From:  Plato  The  Republic 

(6)  “Ticker  tape  ain’t  spaghetti.” 

Fiorello  H.  LaGuardia  It  is  at  the  Ledo. 


0 0 0 

ATO:  “I  think  we  ought  to  teach  that  dizzy  blonde  the 
difference  between  right  and  wrong.” 

Phi  Delt:  “Good  idea.  You  teach  her  what’s  right.” 

* © # 

Alex  Seeonk  entered  a crowded  subway  train  and  was 
forced  to  stand  next  to  a girl  for  about  20  stations.  They 
were  bounced  about  at  very  close  quarters  for  die  duration 
of  the  journey.  As  the  man  started  to  leave  at  his  destina- 
tion, he  turned  to  the  girl,  and  said:  “Madame,  here  is  my 
card— just  in  case  . . . . ” 

* * * 

Tri  Delt:  “Do  you  think  you’re  Santa  Claus?” 

Phi  Kap:  “No  why.” 

Tri  Delt:  “Then  leave  my  stocking  alone.” 

O * * 

A young  man  was  out  on  a first  date  with  a KD.  The 
evening  ended  on  the  sofa  in  the  young  lady’s  parlor.  The 
boy  put  his  arm  around  her  and  made  a few  preliminary 
passes. 

The  girl  stiffened  indignantly. 

“Here,  here,”  she  exclaimed. 

“Where,  where?”  he  replied. 

« 4 O 

An  engineering  prof  was  lecturing  his  8:00  o’clock  class 
on  the  virtues  of  being  wide  awake. 

“I’ve  found  that  the  best  way  to  start  a day  is  to  exercise 
for  five  minutes  after  arising,  breathe  deeplv,  and  finish 
with  a cold  shower.  Then  I feel  rosy  all  over.” 

fust  then  a sleepv  voice  was  heard  to  mutter  from  the 
back  of  the  room,  “Tell  us  more  about  Rosy.” 

LETTER  TO  THE  EDITOR 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

Tests  conducted  by  independent  re- 
search laboratories  show  that  people  of 
fine  sensibilities  like  their  demise 
big  ! And  in  a Debonaire  Casket  dying  is 
a pleasure,  a treat  instead  of  a horror. 

So  free  up!  Don't  miss  the  fun  of 
dying.  Perish  modern!  Choose  the 
casket  preferred  by  more  embalmers  than 
any  other  casket  at  any  price.  Debo- 
naire Caskets — Available  in  mortuaries 
and  vending  machines  everywhere. 

T.  MALB0R0  MANN 

We ' re  sold  ! 

— Ed. 
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CINDERELLA-SAN 

A PARODY  BY  CON  AND  TOM  MALLOY 


Ance  upon  a time  in  the  far  off  land 
If  of  Korea  there  lived  in  an  old 
abandoned  Pizza  hut  on  one  of  the 
back  streets  of  Pusan  a grubby  little 
broad  by  the  name  of  Cinderella-san. 
She  lived  there  with  her  stepmother, 
Maw-san  and  her  two  lunehy  step- 
sisters Hazel  Bishop-san  and  Bruce- 
san.  Both  sisters  have  big  feet  and 
that’s  why  the  shoes  don’t  fit  in  the 
end  of  the  story,  but  that’s  neither  here 
nor  there  now,  and  neither  is  the  story. 

Cinderella-san  had  a very  hard  life. 
All  she  did  from  morning  to  night  was 
washee  washee  scrubee  scrubee,  never 
had  any  chance  to  dancee  dancee, 
drinkee  drinkee,  smokee  smokee;  noth- 
ing but  an  occasional  reefer  in  the 
head. 

Cinderella-san  not  only  had  to  keep 
the  crummy  hut  clean  but  she  was 
forever  doing  odd-ball  jobs  for  Maw- 
san  and  her  doggie  step  sisters.  Every 
morning  Cinderella-san  had  to  get  up 
early  and  ice  Bruce-san’s  hockey  puck 
and  every  afternoon  Cinderella-san 
had  to  pop  blackheads  from  the  back 
of  Hazel  Bishop-san’s  ears.  At  night 
she  entertained  at  the  Mackie  Dine 
and  Dance. 

One  day  while  holding  place  kicks 
for  Maw-san  a rumormonger  arrived 
on  the  scene  with  news  of  a fiasco 
coming  off  in  honor  of  local  honey- 
bucket  tycoon’s  number  one  son 
George  Hamilton,  V.  He  was  a short 
stocky  boy  with  tall,  thin  slender  hair 
and  plenty  of  smarts  when  it  came  to 
honeydipping.  He  was  truly  the  Rock 
Hudson  of  Pusan.  All  the  unmarried 
ginch  in  Pusan  were  invited  and 
George-san  invited  a couple  of  guys 
too.  Rumormonger  said  that  George- 
san  was  on  the  leap  for  a swinging 
chick  to  make  his  wife.  Invitations  said 
that  at  halftime  spam  sandwiches  and 
Fort  Pitt  beer  would  be  served. 

When  Maw-san  got  the  invitation 
she  got  all  excited.  Here  was  a chance 


for  her  to  pawn  off  one  of  her  leechee 
daughters.  For  three  days  before  the 
seance  Maw-san  and  Cinderella-san 
helped  get  her  two  sideways  sisters 
ready  for  the  big  night.  Since  Cin- 
derella-san was  still  pledging,  it  was 
understood  that  she  could  not  go  to 
the  hoedown.  This  made  Cinderella- 
san  very  sad  so  she  went  down  to  the 
cellar  and  bitched  at  the  rats,  when 
out  of  the  woodwork  stepped  a little 
old  lady  clutching  a Louisville  slugger 
with  which  she  clobbered  ten  or 
twelve  rats  much  to  the  joyful  hisses  of 
Cinderella-san.  When  the  two  had 
finished  rat  choppen  the  little  old  lady 
explained  to  Cinderella-san  that  she  was 
her  Sapphic  Godmother  and  that  she 
could  fix  it  so  Cinderella-san  could  go 
to  George  Hamilton  V’s  coming  out 
party.  With  this  the  little  old  ladv  took 
from  the  bag  on  her  keester  a brand 
new  party  outfit  for  Cinderella-san; 
brand  new  fatigue  pants,  a slightlv 
used  Eisenhower  jacket  and  a pair  of 
resoled  combat  boots.  Cinderella-san 
was  now  truly  a beautiful  sight.  As 
Cinderella-san  was  about  to  leave,  the 
old  lady  told  her  that  if  she  did  not 
get  the  clothes  back  to  the  quarter- 
master bv  12:00  the  M.P.’s  would 
come  and  haul  her  off  to  the  stockade. 
To  this  Cinderella-san  cried,  “What 
the  hell  kind  of  a Mickey  Mouse  outfit 
is  this?”  but  fT'.jr  trving  in  vain  to  nail 
the  evasive  old  lady  with  her  fists  Cin- 
derella-san agreed  to  bring  the  party 
frock  back  by  12:00. 


By  the  time  Cinderella-san  arrived  on 
the  scene,  the  party  was  in  full 
swing;  they  had  already  knocked  off 
two  halves  of  three-point-two  beer  and 
the  floor  was  three  inches  deep  in 
leechy  nut  shells.  Maw-san  was  hang- 
ing over  the  back  porch  barfing  her 
insides  out.  Hazel  Bishop-san  was  leg 


wrestling  with  George  Hamilton  V’s 
ancient  grandfather,  and  Bruee-san 
was  out  in  the  yard  icing  her  hockey 
puck,  (strange  girl,  that  Bruce-san). 
Evervbodv  was  having  a real  blast  and 
anybody  who  was  anybody  in  Pusan 
was  at  the  party.  Some  of  the  big  ce- 
lebrities in  attendance  included  Charlie 
Chan,  Benny  Bortnick,  Bevo  Francis, 
Pa  Kettle  and  that  ever  popular  May 
Bush  just  to  name  a few.  When  George 
Hamilton  saw  Cinderella-san  he  was 
so  overcome  he  raced  to  her  and 
offered  her  first  snuff  from  his  new 
monogramed  opium  pot  as  a true  sign 
of  his  affection.  The  party  was  such  a 
ball  and  Cinderella-san  got  so  smashed 
that  she  forgot  to  watch  the  time  and 
lo  and  behold  before  Cinderella-san 
knew  what  was  happening  the  crummy 
M.P.’s  were  thumping  on  the  door.  All 
at  once  George’s  coming  out  party' 
turned  into  a free  for  all  with  all  the 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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UNIVERSITY  OF  MARYLAND 
ENTRANCE  EXAM 


This  examination  is  designed  to  test 
your  overall  potential  as  a prospec- 
tive University  of  Maryland  student. 
You  will  have  sixteen  hours  to  com- 
plete the  question,  including  three  }■>- 
hour  beer  breaks.  If  you  have  any 
questions  on  the  material  while  the 
test  is  in  progress,  raise  your  hand  and 
scratch  your  armpit  and  a doe-eyed 
instructor  will  trip  gaily  to  your  desk, 
kneel  before  you,  and  become  a slave 
to  your  commands.  You  will  be  pro- 
vided with  special  ICBM  pencils,  with 
which  you  will  mark  the  correct 
answers  in  the  space  provided.  When 
you  have  completed  all  the  questions, 
stick  the  pencil  in  your  navel  and 
stand  on  your  head.  A scantily  clad 
proctoress  will  sprint  over,  stand  you 
upright,  seize  the  pencil  from  your 
navel,  pat  you  gently  on  the  keester, 
sing  a couple  of  choruses  of  “That’s 
Why  the  Lady  is  a Strumpet,”  and 
zealously  nibble  your  earlobes  as  you 
flee  the  scene.  Make  a heavy  black 
parallelogram  around  vour  choice. 
Anvone  caught  digging  their  neigh- 
bor’s paper  will  have  their  hands  cut 
off  and  be  required  to  complete  the 
test  with  their  feet.  Answers  on  page 
16. 


1 .  Who's  the  leader  of  the  club  that’s 
made  for  you  and  m$? 

Mickey  Jelke 
Mickey  Mouse 
Mickey  Spillane 
Mickey  Finn 
Alfred  E.  Neuman 


as  revised  by 


dicks:  wilson  and  stand  ridge 


answers  on  page  22 


2.  You’ll  wonder  ivliere  the  yellow 
went,  if  you  . . . 

Stuff  your  nose  with  Ammident. 
Fry  your  eggs  in  Polydent. 

Brush  your  tooth  with  Pepsodent. 
Scarf  a box  of  Feen-a-Mint. 

3.  Oedipus  is  a character  from  what 
play? 

I Remember  Mama 
Life  With  Father 
The  King  and  I 
Oedipus  Rex 

4.  Mary  had  3 ounces  of  pure  heroin 
and  Joe  had  4 ounces.  How  many 
ounces  do  they  have  all  together 
and  how  high  will  they  get? 

9 ounces— delerious 
4 ounces— slightly  numb 

6 ounces— stoned 

7 ounces— frisk) 

5.  Who  was  told  to  “Get  thee  to  a 
nunnery?” 

Ingrid  Bergman 
Polly  Adler 

6.  A blue-eyed  rabbit  is  mated  with 
a sperm  whale.  What  will  be  the 
characteristics  of  the  P,  genera- 
tion? 

They  will  leave  home  at  an  early 
age. 

They  will  not  be  recognized  by 
the  church. 

Skin-diving  rabbits. 

A vague  feeling  of  discontent. 

7.  Abraham  Lincoln  was  assassi- 
nated  in: 

The  Ledo 
The  AOPi  House 
‘B’  Lot 
His  B.V.D.’s 


8.  Sigmund  Freud  was  a prominent 
figure  in: 

The  Newman  Club 
Puritan  literature 
His  B.V.D.’s 

The  construction  of  the  Washing- 
ton Monument. 

9.  The  icord  ‘orgiastic’  refers  to: 
Sorority  desserts 

Student  Union  cafeteria 
Girl’s  locker  room 
Wind  tunnel 

10.  The  new  alburn  ‘Music  To  Ball 
By'  contains  which  of  the  follow- 
ing tunes: 

Sabre  Dance 

I’ve  Got  You  Under  My  Skin 
Nutcracker  Suite 
16  Tons 

11.  The  best  time  for  a frat  man  to 
pin  his  girl  is  when: 

She’s  in  trouble. 

He’s  drunk. 

They’re  in  ‘B’  Lot  and  the  cop 
flashes  his  light  in  the  window. 
He’s  in  his  B.V.D.’s. 

12.  Ipana’s  creation,  Bucky  Beaver, 
says: 

“Get  outta  mv  face,  you  schmuck.” 
“Brusha,  brusha,  brusha.” 

“To  hell  with  anarchy.” 

“Who’s  been  scarfing  my  tree.” 

13.  The  song  “I  Could  Have  Writhed 
All  Night”  comes  from  which  of 
the  following  plays: 

My  Fair  Lady 
Oedipus 

The  Seven  Year  Itch 
The  Hairy  Ape 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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BALTIMORE 


New  Opportunities 

to  Get  Ahead 

Are  Opening  Now  at  . . . 

GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  COMPANY 


You  will  find  unlimited  scope  for  ambition  and  abil- 
ity in  this  GROWTH  INDUSTRY.  Baltimore  Gas  and 
Electric,  one  of  America’s  foremost  util.ties,  lias  more 
than  doubled  electric  generating  capacity  in  the  past 
ten  years;  tripled  its  sales  of  gas.  During  the  next  five 
years,  about  $230,000,000  will  be  spent  in  expanding 
facilities  to  keep  pace  with  service  demands. 

WHAT  THIS  MEANS  TO  YOU.  Our  policy  is  to  promote 
from  within.  College  graduates  will  enter  a fast-moving, 
fast-developing  company  where  there  is  plenty  of  room 
to  advance  rapidly  and  able  men  can  be  confident  of  a 
successful,  interesting,  well-paying  career. 

POSITIONS  AVAILABLE.  We  have  immediate  placement 
for  graduates  in  engineering — electrical,  mechanical, 
civil,  industrial,  chemical — in  accounting  and  business 
administration.  Our  operations  comprise  all  phases  of 
the  utility  business  from  planning  and  constructing  new 
generating  plants  to  sales  engineering  for  industrial  cus- 
tomers. The  varied  nature  of  this  work  offers  unusual 
opportunities  to  develop  your  capabilities  and  increase 
earning  power.  It  also  offers  many  areas  to  find  the  type 
of  work  of  greatest  interest,  where  your  talents  can  best 
be  applied.  Merit  increases  and  promotions  are  based  on 
individual  ability. 

TRAINING  AND  ADVANCED  STUDIES.  We  have 
thorough  training  programs,  in  which  you  work  closely 
with  engineers  of  broad  experience.  Advanced  studies 
are  facilitated  by  our  Educational  Assistance  Plan  where- 
by complete  financing,  with  refund  of  tuition  and  fees 
is  offered  to  those  who  complete  approved  courses. 

THE  UTILITY  INDUSTRY  commands  attention  of  young 
men  with  vision  and  initiative.  The  service  motif  pre- 


dominates. It  reaches — and  benefits — every  economic 
class,  to  make  living  better  ...  in  the  home,  on  the  job. 
New  advances  in  production,  distribution  and  utilization 
point  to  a future  even  more  spectacular  than  its  past. 
There  is  stability  that  makes  it  possible  to  plan  your 
future  constructively.  You  enjoy  the  prestige  of  being 
identified  with  an  organization  that  represents  business 
leadership  in  every  community  it  serves. 

BALTIMORE  GAS  AND  ELECTRIC  serves  a 2,300  sq  mi 
area,  fronting  on  Chesapeake  Bay,  which  comprises  one 
of  America’s  major  metropolitan  and  industrial  centers, 
and  a seaport  of  first  magnitude.  It  serves  half  a million 
electric  customers,  over  365,000  gas  customers;  with 
personnel  of  over  8,000.  You  will  work  amid  the  latest 
developments  in  electric  and  gas  production  and  distri- 
bution. You  will  enjoy  the  advantage  of  liberal  per- 
sonnel policies,  congenial  working  conditions  with  able 
associates,  and  an  atmosphere  of  high  morale.  Job 
benefits  are  many  anil  important;  relating  to  vacations, 
sickness,  hospitalization,  life  insurance,  social  activities, 
retirement,  and  other  features. 


WRITE  FOR  LITERATURE 

describing  operations  and  oppor- 
tunities here.  Our  representatives 
visit  many  campuses.  Ask  your 
placement  director  to  arrange  an 
interview,  or  write  J.  W.  Ca- 
rothers.  Manager,  Personnel  De- 
partment, Baltimore  Gas  and 
Electric  Company,  I6I2-N  Lex- 
ington Building,  Baltimore  3,  Md. 


LIVING  . . Baltimore  is  surrounded  by 
suburbs  within  easy  reach.  It  takes  Bill 
Koch  (Cornell  ’48)  less  than  half  an  hour 
from  his  home  to  his  duties  as  Engineer  in 
the  Electric  Distribution  Dept. 


WORKING  . . Engineers  can  make  fast 
progress.  Bernie  Trueschler  (JHU  ’47), 
left,  is  Supt.  Gas  & Steam  Engrg.  Art 
Lund  vail  ( U of  Md  ’50)  is  Asst.  Ch.  Engr. 
of  our  newest  steam-electric  plant. 


PLAYING  . . Chesapeake  Bay  sports — 
sailing,  swimming,  fishing,  hunting — are 
minutes  away:  ocean  and  mountains  a 
fete  hours.  Here's  Graham  Mattocks  (NC 
State  ’48),  Asst.  Supt.  Gas  Main  & Serv. 


IN  REALITY 


(Continued  from  page  6) 


Another  frequent  offender  in  the 
happy-ending  department  is  the  musi- 
cal. Following  is  the  uncensored  and 
uncut  conclusion  of  “My  Fair  Lady,” 
as  it  happened  on  the  streets  of 

London. 

« 0 « 

(Eliza  had  been  a loivly  call  girl  until 
Professor  Hernia  Higgins  had  gotten 
hold  of  her  and  made  her  into  a 
polished,  $500  night  call  girl.  This 
final  act  is  a musical  summary  of  all 
the  events  leading  up  to  Eliza’s 

conversion.) 

Scene  1:  Higgins  impotency  is  re- 
vealed as  Eliza  sings  “Why  Can’t 
the  English?” 

Scene  2:  Higgins  singing  of  “Would- 
n’t it  be  Slovenly”  chastises  Eliza  for 
her  crude  manners  and  lack  of 

dignity. 

Scene  3:  in  her  vocal  “I  Could  have 
Writhed  all  Night,”  Eliza  bemoans 
the  conditions  of  her  chosen 
profession. 

Scene  4:  In  “On  the  Feet  Where  You 
Live,”  Eliza  is  urged  to  wash  her 
feet  by  the  entire  cast,  who  by  this 
time  have  become  quite  disgusted 
with  her  odiferous  presence. 

Scene  5:  “Smell  Me”  represents 

Eliza’s  triumph  over  the  funk  which 
has  made  her  unpopular. 

Scene  6:  Having  set  Eliza  up  for 
business  in  a classy  hotel,  Higgins 
sets  out  to  find  customers  singing, 
“With  a Little  Bit  of  Luck.”  He 
passes  an  inane  sorority  girl  who  is 
singing  “Get  Me  to  the  Dessert  on 
Time,”  and  then  comes  upon  a well- 
heeled  taker. 

Scene  7:  Higgins  returns  to  the  hotel 
and  sends  the  big  spender  up  to  see 
Eliza.  Twenty  minutes  later  she 
comes  down  stairs  singing  “A  Hvmn 
to  Him,”  as  Higgins  comes  on  with 
40  choruses  of  “You  Did  It.” 

Scene  8:  Higgins,  Eliza,  and  a throng 
of  chippies  and  winos  gather  in  the 
street,  singing  and  dancing  fever- 
ishly. Suddenly  an  ICBM  crashes 
among  them,  killing  them  all.  All 
but  one.  A teenage  werewolf. 

THE  END 


mate.  joJzed  . 

. . . And  then  there  was  the  little 
moron  who  took  her  boy  friend’s  pic- 
ture to  bed  and  nine  months  later  had 
paper  dolls. 

* « tt 

French  lawyer  pleading  for  an  at- 
tractive transgressor:  “Gentlemen  of 
the  Jury,  shall  this  charming  young 
lady  be  cast  into  a lonely  cell,  or  shall 
she  return  to  her  beautiful  little  apart- 
ment at  33  Rue  Neuve,  telephone 
88-39-54?” 

O O * 

She:  “There  are  lots  of  couples  who 
don’t  pet  in  parked  cars.” 

He:  “Yeah,  the  woods  are  full  of 
them.” 

a a a 

The  Indian  kept  raising  his  hand 
and  saying  “chance”  each  time  a tourist 
passed  by.  Finally  one  of  them  asked 
him,  “Why  do  you  keep  saying  ‘chance’ 
when  all  the  other  Indians  say  ‘how’?” 

“Me  alreadv  know  how.  Me  just 
want  chance.” 

a a a 

Earlier  that  day  an  elephant  escaped 
from  the  Barnum  and  Bailey  Circus  as 
it  passed  through  a small  midwestern 
town. 

That  evening  a foreign  born  old 
lady,  who  did  not  even  know  what  an 
elephant  looked  like,  telephoned  the 
police  station,  very  much  excited. 

“Come  over  right  away,”  she  gasped. 
“One-a-big-a  animal  she’sa  in-a  my 
garden-a  pulling  up-a  my  cabbages-a 
with-a-his-a-tail.” 

“What’s  he  doing  with  them?”  the 
policeman  asked. 

“If-a  I’m-a  tell-a  you,  you  would-a 
never  believe-a  me,”  she  answered. 

« « O 

Oh,  George,  let’s  not  park  here. 

Oh,  George,  let’s  not  park. 

Oh,  George,  let’s  not. 

Oh,  George,  let’s. 

Oh,  George. 

Oh. 

* * * 

“But  vou  don’t  understand,”  ex- 
plained the  girl  to  the  usher  at  the 
college  play  as  he  led  her  down  the 
aisle,  “I  have  a box  seat.” 

“Just  keep  vour  coat  on,”  the  usher 
advised,  “and  no  one  will  notice  it!” 


e • 

One  can  of  paint  said  to  another: 
“Darling,  I think  I’m  pigment.” 

« * « 

Fig:  “What’s  the  book  you’re 
reading?” 

Newton:  “What  20  Million  Women 
Want.” 

Fig:  “Did  they  spell  my  name 

correctly?” 

* # O 

Didya  hear  about  the  ram  who  fell 
off  the  cliff?  He  didn’t  see  the  ewe 
turn. 

* O O 

Gal:  “I’m  going  to  give  you  some- 
thing you’ve  never  had  before.” 

Guy:  “Wonder  what  she’s  got— 
leprosy?” 

o <*  « 

We  understand  that  manufacturers 
of  certain  feminine  garments  are  cur- 
rently making  only  three  kinds:  The 
Russian  tvpe,  the  Salvation  Army  type 
and  the  American  type. 

The  function  of  the  Russian  type  is 
to  uplift  the  masses. 

The  function  of  the  Salvation  Army 
type  is  to  raise  the  fallen. 

The  function  of  the  American  type 
is  to  make  mountains  out  of  mole  hills. 

* * « 

Little  six-year-old  Donna  was  almost 
overcome  with  joy  on  her  birthday 
when  she  received  two  gifts  she  had 
most  ardentlv  desired— a wrist  watch 
and  a bottle  of  perfume.  She  chattered 
about  the  new  possessions  all  day  long, 
wearving  her  mother  of  the  subject. 
Guests  were  expected  for  dinner  and 
her  mother  gentlv  admonished  Donna 
in  advance,  saving,  “Now,  dear,  every- 
body is  happy  for  you.  But  you  must- 
n’t go  on  talking  about  them  all  the 
time.”  The  little  girl  held  her  peace  at 
the  table  throughout  the  greater  part 
of  the  meal.  A lull  occurred  in  the  con- 
versation and,  unable  to  restrain  her- 
self, she  burst  forth,  “If  anyone  hears 
or  smells  anything  it’s  me.” 

* * * 

First  drunk:  “We’re  getting  closer 
to  town.” 

Second  drank:  “How  do  you  know?” 

First  drunk:  “We’re  hitting  more 
people.” 
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CAMPUS  PERSONALITY  QUIZ 

Identify  these  earn  pus  personalities  as  they  looked 
in  junior  high  school.  Answers  on  page  24. 


1.  A campus  queen  winner  at  Mary- 
land, this  young  lady  is  active  in 
SGA  and  Diamondback.  She  is  a 
member  of  Pi  Beta  Phi  sororitv 
and  is  a senior  in  BPA.  Do  you 
recognize  her? 


«■*  4T 


i 

2.  Throughout  junior  high  and  high 
school  this  boy  has  held  the  office 
of  president  of  his  class.  At  Mary- 
land he  has  led  his  class  for  two 
years  and  is  a member  of  Phi 
Sigma  Kappa  fraternity.  Can  you 
recognize  this  SGA  top  office 
holder? 


V.  * 


3.  This  pert  coed  was  chosen  last  year 
as  Sophomore  queen.  She  has 
headed  many  committees  at  Mary- 
land and  is  a member  of  Tri  Delta 
sororitv.  Does  she  look  familiar? 


4.  The  dashing  gentleman  is  from 
New  York.  His  outstanding 
achievements  in  journalism  at 
Maryland  have  won  him  a place  in 
ODK  and  Pi  Delta  Epsilon. 


5.  This  vivacious  coed  was  Delta 
Gamma’s  candidate  for  pledge 
queen  a few  years  ago.  She  has 
held  editorships  on  the  DBK  and 
Terrapin  and  hails  from  Bethesda, 
Maryland.  Can  you  recognize  her? 


6.  This  energetic  blonde  was  cheer- 
leader captain  in  high  school  and 
is  Maryland’s  present  cheerleader 
captain.  She  is  a member  of  Kappa 
Kappa  Gamma  sororitv. 


These  four  people  are  all  graduates  of  Maryland,  whose  names  and  faces  are  known  nationally  now.  Can  you  identify 
these  Maryland  grads  who  have  made  good? 
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ENTRANCE  EXAM 

(Continued  from  page  18) 


LOCAL  & LONG  DISTANCE 


MOVING 


14.  The  ‘Father  of  our  Country  teas: 
Billv  Daniels 

In  his  B.V.D.’s 
Roberta  Rossellini 
Never  Found 

15.  Brigette  Bardot  wrote  ivhicli  of 
the  following  selections? 

As  You  Like  It. 

Studies  in  French  Geography. 
How  To  Gain  Self  Confidence. 

As  I Lay  Writhing. 


Call  King  8-6400 

PAXTON  VAN  LINES,  INC. 

327  NORTH  FAIRFAX  AVENUE 


ALEXANDRIA,  VIRGINIA 


ANSWERS 

1.  Mickey  Jelke  (You  join  your  clubs,  we’ll  join 
ours. ) 

2.  Stuff  your  nose  with  Ammident.  It’s  keen,  gang. 

3.  I Remember  Mama.  An  inside  look  at  Ozard  mat- 
ing patterns. 

4.  7 ounces.  Sniffing  in  the  schoolyard. 

5.  Polly  Adler  to  Ingrid  Bergman. 

6.  They  will  leave  home  at  an  early  age  and  join  the 
road  company  of  “Oedipus  Rex.” 

7.  His  B.V.D.’s.  His  pants  were  later  found  at  the 
DG  house. 

8.  The  Washington  Monument. 

9.  Sorority  Desserts. 

10.  Sabre  Dance,  with  a vocal  by  Ruth  Wallace. 

11.  She’s  in  trouble,  but  only  as  a temporary  measure. 

12.  “Brusha,  Brusha,  Brusha.  Then  barf  it  up  and 
flusha.” 

13.  The  Hairy  Ape.  His  pants  were  later  found  at  the 
Kappa  house. 

14.  Never  found.  You  know  what  that  makes  us  all. 

15.  As  I Lay  Writhing.  Hers  were  never  found. 

THOSE  RESPONSIBLE  FOR  THIS  ISSUE 

tina  fragale 
paul  cardaci 
dick  standridge 
nancy  nystrom 
con  malloy 
stan  hames 
sharon  ruddell 
al  shepherd 
bob  huber 
bob  bailey 
carl  bucks 
joan  sweglar 
roger  mitchell 
dick  wilson 
bill  demas 
bob  harding 
tom  malloy 
tom  seppy 
mark  padow 
barbara  becker 
joe  me  intosh 
al  troublefield 
lucy  wanless 
Catherine  davies 


Fou  don't  have  -to  go  to  college  to  know  that  offer 
totihg,  drinking  and  smoking,  the  best 
breath  fresheners  of  all  are. 


$fi//  Oh/y 
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Qourse  facing 


Maintaining  our  policy  of  service  to  the  students,  the  old 
line  presents  this  selection  of  elective  courses.  They  are 
designed  for  the  student  who  wishes  to  get  the  ultimate 
value  from  his  college  education.  Our  handicapper,  Buddy 
‘Railbird’  Zoslow,  has  clocked  these  selections  during  the 
first  semester  of  running.  He  assures  us  that  the  bettor  can 
expect  a large  return  for  an  almost  inconsequential  outlay. 
Zoslow  says  that  the  betting  on  these  entries  will  come 
exclusively  from  the  smart  money. 


40} 


PP  COURSE 


P.E.  5 

Flickerball 

P.H.  102 

Physiology  of  Hatchability 

Pr.  Art.  3 
P.E.  7 
Hist.  115 

Silk  Screen  Painting 

Fishing 

The  Old  South 

and  117 

and  the  New  South 

Clo.  120 

Draping 

Psych.  142 

Techniques  of  Interrogation 

Psych.  271 
Cr.  5 

Special  Testing  of  Disabilities 
Puppetry 

Speech  17 

Make-up 

Agr.  Engr.  107 
Bact.  55  . 

Dairy  110 

Farm  Drainage 

Sanitary  Bacteriology  for  Engineers 
Concentrated  Milk,  Cheese  and 

Butter 

Math.  262 

Fluid  Dynamics 

AH  90 

Livestock  Judging 

AH  205 

Advanced  Breeding 

COMMENT 

JOCKEY 

Strong  entry;  everybody  flicker- 
balling. 

Staff 

Bring  your  own  eggs;  we’ll  sit  on 
’em. 

Shaffner 

A must  for  shiftless  seniors. 

Elliot 

Bring  your  own  bait. 

Lowder 

Two  course  parlay.  Chitterlings; 
Then  and  Now. 

Riddleberger 

The  inside  story  of  the  great  drap- 

Wilbur, 5 lbs. 

ing  hoax. 

apprentice  allowance 

Advanced  course  for  pledge  train- 
ers. The  use  of  the  thumb  screw 
in  the  modern  sorority. 

Hackman 

A study  of  frat  rushing. 

Magoon 

A strong  finisher;  Paid  3 hours  last 
semester. 

Longley 

Get  rid  of  unsightly  blackheads. 
Keep  your  blemishes  a secret. 

Bvrd 

Puddle  Seminar;  Bring  boots. 

Matthews 

Let’s  clean  up  those  filthy  engineers. 

Laffer 

Bring  napkins;  For  big  eaters. 

Mattick 

Kutta-Joukowski  Theory  of  Lift, 
B.Y.O.B. 

Ludford 

Detecting  hoof  and  mouth  disease 
among  rushees. 

Buric 

!!!! 

Green 

(fading) 

semester’s  best  bet 

Eng.  12.  Introduction  to  Creative  Writing.  Zestv  prose.  Friedman  up. 
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CINDERELLA-SAN 


and  i-tili  ntosie 


• • • 


TRY  OUR  . . . 
Famous 
Hamburgers 
And 
Coffee 

BUY  THEM 
BY  THE  BAG 

Terps  Find  Things 
COPACETIC 
at 

LITTLE  TAVERN 

7413  Baltimore  Boulevard 
College  Park,  Maryland 

OPEN  ANYTIME-NIGHT  AND  DAY 


your  Balfour  man 


HERB  BROWN 

406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  LE.  9-4066 

Fraternity  and  Sorority 

JEWELRY 

Favors  ^ Trophies  Mugs 

Stationery  -fe  Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 


The  Nicholas  Reiter  Co. 

MARYLAND'S  OLDEST  WHOLESALE 
INSTITUTIONAL  GROCERS 

FEATURING 
QUALITY  FOODS 

2649  Mathews  Street 
Baltimore  18,  Md. 
CHesapeake  3-4409 


(Continued  from  page  17) 


clobbered  guests  ending  up  widi  a 
free  ride  in  the  paddy  wagon.  The 
only  one  to  escape  the  long  arms  of 
the  Military  Police  was  Cinderella-san, 
who  managed  to  walk  out  the  door 
backwards  giving  the  impression  that 
she  was  just  coming.  While  walking 
out  backwards  Cinderella-san  tripped 
over  some  loose  matza  balls  and  lost 
one  of  her  combat  boots,  now  the  plot 
thickens  if  it  can  get  any  thicker.  It 
can. 

The  rest  of  the  story  runs  pretty 
much  the  same  as  Disney’s  version 
with  George  getting  out  of  the  can  in 
the  morning  and  finding  the  combat 
boot  he  began  his  search  for  the 
wearer  of  the  other  shoe.  George 
Hamilton  V-san  spent  the  next  two 
weeks  looking  all  over  Pusan  for  the 
mystery  girl— Cinderella-san.  Finally 
after  looking  in  every  rat  hole  in 
Pusan  trying  the  size  2/2  combat  boot 
on  all  Pusan’s  ginch,  George  found 
Cinderella-san.  When  he  found 
Cinderella-san  he  raced  at  her  with 
outstretched,  tore  off  her  remaining, 
punched  her  in  the  for  all  the  trouble 
that  she  caused  him  and  gleefully 
danced  awav  with  a pair  of  his  very 
own  resoled  combat  boots. 


THE  END 


Answers  to  Campus 
Personality  Quiz 

1.  Carol  Bowie,  DBK  Manag- 
ing Editor  and  SGA  Dele- 
gate-at-Large. 

2.  Vernon  Briggs,  SGA  Vice 
President. 

3.  Teeter  Heterick. 

4.  Dave  Halliday,  president  of 
Pi  Delt  and  past  old  line 
Editor. 

5.  Barbv  Glaser. 

6.  Judy  Eberts. 

The  four  Maryland  grads  are, 

left  to  right:  Thelma  Ritter, 

Tab  Hunter,  Polly  Adler,  and 

Joseph  Stalin. 


An  old  lady  was  sitting  in  her  rock- 
ing chair  knitting,  her  Persian  cat  re- 
clining at  her  feet. 

Suddenly  a fairy  appeared  and 
asked  the  old  lady  if  there  was  any- 
thing she  wished,  “Yes”  was  the  reply. 
“I  would  like  to  be  a beautiful  young 
woman  again.” 

The  fairy  waved  her  wand— and 
there  she  stood,  a lovely  girl  of  twenty! 
“Now,”  asked  the  fairy,  “is  there  any 
other  wish  you  would  like  granted?” 

“Oh  ves,  I would  like  a handsome 
young  man.” 

Turning  to  the  cat,  the  fairy  waved 
her  wand.  In  its  place  rose  a fine  look- 
ing youth.  He  looked  sadlv  at  the  girl 
and  sighed,  “Now,  aren’t  you  sorry 
vou  took  me  to  the  vet?” 

o « a 

Rve:  Why  does  your  grandmother 
just  sit  and  read  the  bible  all  day? 

Ginger:  I think  she’s  cramming  for 
the  final. 

O O <* 

A bishop  was  sitting  at  a box  in  an 
opera  house  where  collegiate  com- 
mencement exercises  were  being  held. 
The  dresses  of  the  ladies  were  very 
decollete.  After  looking  around  with 
an  opera  glass,  one  of  the  ladies  ex- 
claimed: “Honestlv,  bishop,  did  you 
ever  see  anything  like  it  in  your  life?” 

“Never,”  gravely  replied  the  bishop. 
“Never,  madam,  since  I was  weaned.” 

* $ * 

There  was  a farm  girl  who  returned 
from  the  University  after  one  semester. 
Her  father  met  her  at  the  station  and 
they  drove  home  together  on  the 
family  tractor.  On  the  way  back,  the 
girl  snuggled  up  to  Papa  and  con- 
fessed: “I  ain’t  at  all  as  pure  as  I used 
to  be,  Papa.  I ain’t  even  a virgin.” 

The  father’s  face  fell,  the  horses 
neighed  and  there  was  a prolonged 
silence.  Finally  the  father  turned  to 
the  wayward  daughter  and  said: 
“After  all  vour  mother  and  I have  done 
fur  you.  Scrimp  and  save  to  send  you 
through  college.  Work  our  fingers  to 
the  bone,  and  still  you  say  “ain’t.” 
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Chemical  progress  is  autoclaves,  test  tubes,  distillation  towers 
. . . hydrocarbons,  heterocyclic  compounds  . . . processes, 
polymerizations,  products. 

But  mostly,  chemical  progress  is  thinking  . . . men  think- 
ing. Little  men,  big  men,  medium  size  men  ...  in  lab  coats, 
business  suits,  overalls  ...  all  of  them,  always,  thinking. 

Thinking  up  new  products  . . . new  ways  to  make  chem- 
icals and  new  ways  to  use  them.  Thinking  up  more  comfort, 
more  convenience,  better  health,  for  everyone. 

Always,  the  old  things  have  to  be  improved,  and  the  new 


things  have  to  be  proved.  It  takes  more  thinking.  The  think- 
ing never  stops.  And  so  chemical  progress  never  stops.  It's 
that  way  at  Koppers. 


You  can  be  one  of  these  men,  think- 
ing. You  can  create  some  of  the  chem- 
ical progress  that’s  made  at  Koppers. 
The  products  are  many  . . . the  oppor- 
tunities myriad.  Consider  a career 
with  Koppers;  send  the  coupon  today. 


KOPPERS 

CHEMICALS 


| Koppers  Company,  Inc. 

Industrial  Relations  Manager 
Dept.  C-38,  Koppers  Building 
Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania 

Please  send  the  24-page  brochure  entitled  "Your  Career  at  Koppers." 
j Name 

| City . State 


WINSTON 
TASTES  GOOD! 


WINSTON  is  the  big  brand  on  this 
range, ma'am _for  filter  and  for  flavor! 

Once  folks  discover  Winston,  they  just  can’t  keep  the  news 
under  their  Stetsons ! They  go  for  the  flavor  because  it’s  so 
clean  and  fresh  — from  a bright,  clear  blend  of  superb  tobac- 
cos. They  like  Winston’s  exclusive  pure-white  filter,  with 
the  smart  cork-smooth  tip.  And,  they  like  to  share  a good 
thing  when  they  find  it!  You  try  ’em.  Then  you’ll  know  why 
Winston  is  now  way  out  ahead  of  the  other  filter  cigarettes. 

R.  J.  REYNOLDS  TOBACCO  CO..  WINSTON-SALEM.  N.  C. 


Now 


Smoke  WINSTON  America's  best-selling,  best-tasting  filter  cigarette! 
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proposition  that  all  men  are  created  equal ,. 


Now  wg  are  engaged  in  a great  etvel  war, 

M > * Col-D 

nation tv/dr  any  nation  bo  conceived  and  so  dedlc' 


We^rpe  met  on  a great  battlefield  of  that  war.  We  have  oomT~to^edii  erv<-oc 
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cate  a portion  of  that  field 
ere) gave  their  livejy that 
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But  in  a larger  sense  we  cannot  dedicate . we  cannot  consecrate. 


we  cannot  hallow  this  ground.  The  brava/^nen,  living  and  dead,  who  strugV* 
gled  here,  have  consecrated  it  far  a#ove  our  poor  power  to  add  or  de- 
tract. The  w^pl-d-will  ^1  ittle/pofe)  nor Qong/fe  member) what  we  say  here; 
but  _it_  can  never  forget  vipeft  they  did  here.  It  is  for  us,  the  living . 
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rather,  to  be  dedicated  here  to  the  unfinished  work  which  they  who  fought) 


here  have^thj*^ far  ^so  nob  jr/advance dV)  It  is\r  ther  for  us  to  be  here t- 
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^ ig^t  manure  ^ dev^ion;  that  we  here  highly  resolved  that  these 

OXju±s*-£-  N,  dead  shall  not  have  died  in  vain • that  this  nation  under  God  shall  have  So. 
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A New  Staff,  A New  Policy 

Following  the  appointment  of  the  new  Old  Line  editor, 
the  Diamondback  published  a statement  of  the  new  edi- 
torial policy  which  would  determine  the  contents  of  this 
issue.  Upon  reading  the  new  editor’s  comments,  a student 
suggested  we  change  the  name  of  the  magazine  to  the 

NEW  TESTAMENT. 

We  admit  that  this  issue  is  at  least  99  and  44/100  per- 
cent pure;  on  this  basis,  the  May 
issue  does  compare  with  the  new 
testament.  However,  we  hesitated 
to  change  the  name  since  any  com- 
parison of  the  Old  Line  to  the  “in- 
spired word”  would  certainly  insult 
the  writers,  Saints  Luke,  fohn, 
Paul,  et  al. 

From  our  point  of  view,  though, 
we  wish  we  had  as  many  devoted 
readers. 

Seriously,  we  believe  we  have 
compiled  a magazine  that  the  ma- 
jority of  students  will  like,  although  we  have  instituted  a 
drastic  policy  change. 

Before  this  issue  went  to  press,  we  realized  that  some 
students  would  be  hostile  to  anything  the  new  editor  and 
his  staff  tried  to  do.  We  decided  to  publish  an  Old  Line 
that  would  feature  pictures  and  stories  about  student  life 
on  this  campus,  keeping  in  mind  the  anticipated  feeling  of 
dissatisfaction  on  the  part  of  these  students.  Since  a policy 
change  was  inevitable,  we  believe  this  is  about  the  only 
appeal  we  could  resort  to.  We  hope  we  have  succeeded  in 
presenting  material  which  you  will  enjoy  reading. 

The  new  policy  will  be  verbally  attacked  and  so  will  the 
staff.  We  hope  the  attack  falls  short  of  anything  more 
violent  than  a tongue  lashing  or  a battle  between  pens! 

Before  rumors  begin  circulating,  we  want  you  to  under- 
stand that  the  new  policy  was  in  no  way  dictated  by  the 
Student-Faculty  Publications  Board,  the  administration,  or 
any  representatives  thereof.  Nor,  was  the  magazine 
censored  by  any  of  these  factions.  What  you  will  read  on  the 
following  31  pages  is  typical  of  what  we  believe  to  be  good 
magazine  feature  material.  It  was  our  original  intent  to 
include  features  about  students  and  their  activities  on  the 
College  Park  campus  and  we  have  carried  out  these 
intentions. 

-THE  EDITOR 


Staff 

Editor,  Ken  Duncan;  Business  Manager,  Roger  Mitchell;  Mcnaging 
Editor,  Paul  Cardaci;  Associate  Editors,  Tom  Seppy  and  Gary  Phillips; 
Advertising  Manager,  Bill  Demas;  Office  Manager,  Nancy  Nystrom; 
Accounts  Manager,  Barbara  Becker;  Exchange  Editor,  Jean  Crane;  Dr. 
Carter  Bryan,  Faculty  Advisor.  Contributors:  Joyce  Ann  Donaldson, 
Chuck  Knight,  Larry  Chaney,  Dinah  Brown,  Chet  Steckel,  Bonnie 
Feldesman,  Dick  David,  Mona  Steffens,  Dave  Halliday,  Nan  Guthrie, 
Helen  Robinson,  Barbara  Sthroman,  Kate  Sisk,  George  Darlington. 

Published  six  times  during  the  college  year  by  the  students  of  the 
University  of  Maryland,  Journalism  Building,  University  of  Maryland, 
College  Park,  Md.  Printed  by  Garamond  Press,  15  and  17  S.  Frederick 
Street,  Baltimore,  Md.  Twenty  cents  per  copy.  Subscription  rate:  one 
dollar  per  year. 


NIKITA  “BRILLO”  MONOTNI 


To  our  esteemed  Chief  Purger,  Comrade  Nikita  “Brillo” 
Monotni  we  sincerely  dedicate  this  issue.  His  deep  sense  of 
duty  to  serve  the  best  interests  of  the  people  have  been 
foremost  in  our  minds  as  we  prepared  it.  (See  other  car- 
toons page  10.) 
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KEN  DUNCAN 
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SENIORS! 

YOUR 


PHOTOENGRAVERS 


• fine  platemaking 

• complete  art  dept. 

• overnight  service 

for  prompt  efficient 
mobile  telephone  pickup 
and  delivery  service.  . . 


STUDENT  SUPPLY 
STORE 


Cali  JUniper  7-8211 

REX  ENGRAVING  CO., INC. 

8 0 4 5 NEWELL  ST.,  SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 
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LOCAL  AND  LONG  DISTANCE  MOVING 

Call  King  8-6400 

PAXTON  VAN  LINES,  INC. 

327  NORTH  FAIRFAX  AVENUE 
ALEXANDRIA,  VIRGINIA 


Think  of  the  month  of  May  and  what  comes  to  mind?  If 
you  pay  any  attention  to  campus  affairs,  it’s  a safe  bet 
that  you  will  think  of  Miss  Maryland,  Beverlv  May. 

Appropriately,  Miss  May  is  here  to  introduce  our  May 
issue.  And  no  wonder  her  demure  beauty  brings  to  mind 
waves  of  heather  playing  in  the  wind,  dewy  leaves  burst- 
ing from  their  winter  shells— all  the  things  that  inspire 
sentimentality  in  the  dav  of  the  most  hardened  evnic. 


But  don’t  let  the  sweet  exterior  fool  you— May  has  punch, 
too.  And  Miss  May,  a future  English  teacher,  had  what  it 
takes  to  become  co-editor-in-chief  of  next  year’s  Terrapin. 
She’s  active  in  theatrical  productions  on  campus  and  was 
named  Miss  Prince  Georges  County  in  April. 

All  of  which  could  change  the  old  adage  to,  “What  is 
so  rare  as  a dav  with  May?” 
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George  Darlington,  Diamondback  Drama 
Critic,  Proposes  Possible  Moves  for  1958-  59 


Last  year  about  this  time,  a small  group  of  students  and 
faculty  members  appeared  before  the  Student  Govern- 
ment Association  with  an  idea  new  to  the  University  of 
Maryland.  The  idea,  simply  and  briefly,  called  for  the 
establishment  on  campus  of  a cultural  entertainment  series 
financed  by  student  funds. 

The  Executive  Council  of  the  Student  Government  Asso- 
ciation agreed  that  the  idea  was  one  worthy  of  trial  and 
gave  its  approval  to  the  project  when  it  appropriated  one 
dollar  from  each  undergraduate  student’s  $12  activity  fee 
for  support  of  the  program. 

What  evolved  was  the  recently-concluded  “Guest  Artists 
Series’’  of  the  S.G.A.  Cultural  Committee.  Working  with  a 
budget  of  approximately  $8,500,  the  “Guest  Artists  Series” 
brought  to  the  student  body  three  outstanding  musical  pres- 
entations. In  November,  world-renowned  pianist-humorist 
Alec  Templeton  appeared  at  Cole  Fieldhouse  before  an 
audience  of  more  than  2,000  to  inaugurate  the  new  series. 

Then,  in  February  the  National  Ballet  of  Canada  de- 
lighted an  audience  of  2,500.  Finally,  in  April,  the  “New 
Music”  of  British  maestro  Mantovani  performed  to  the 
enthusiastic  applause  of  more  than  7,000,  probably  the 
largest  audience  to  attend  a musical  event  in  the  Univer- 
sity’s 151-year  history. 

This  year,  the  Guest  Artists  Committee  used  its  entire 
$8,500  fund  to  secure  the  services  of  guest  artists.  To 

( continued , page  7) 


£A<M! 

Some  small  children  were  discussing 
their  origins. 

1st  Bov:  Pop  bought  me  in  the 
department  store. 

2nd  Boy:  My  folks  got  me  from  the 
doctor. 

Little  girl  (shyly):  My  folks  were 
too  poor.  I was  homemade. 

O O O 

Little  boy:  “May  I leave  the  room?” 
Teacher:  “No,  John,  you  stay  right 

here  and  fill  up  the  ink  wells.” 

O O O 

The  firing  squad  was  escorting  a 
Russian  comrade  to  his  place  of  execu- 
tion. It  was  a dismal  march  in  a pour- 
ing rain. 

“What  a terrible  morning  to  die,” 
muttered  the  prisoner. 

“What  are  you  kicking  about?  asked 
the  guard.  “We  gotta  march  back  in 
it.” 

O O O 

A true  music  lover  is  a man,  who 
upon  hearing  a soprano  in  the  bath- 
room, puts  his  ear  to  the  kevhole. 


HANNES 

FORMAL  WEAR 

RENTALS  AND  SALES 

TUXEDOS 

8229  GEORGIA  AVENUE 
JU.  9-0505  and  9-0502 
SILVER  SPRING,  MD. 

"Across  From  Roth's  Theatre" 
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"FOR  REFRESHMENT" 

UNDER  NEW  MANAGEMENT 
AND 

ENLARGED  GREATLY 
FOR  YOUR 

DINING  AND  DANCING 

Located  on  U.  S.  1 - Just  a 
block  North  of  University  of 
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Lexington  Ave.  at  63rd  Street  • New  York  City 
Write  for  Booklet  HB-6 

From  $4.25  daily 
.Weekly  Rates  Upon  Application) 


NANCY  HERKENHOFF 

(University  oj  Michigan  ’ 57 ) 
Now  Attending  Tobe-Coburn 
School  for  Fashion  Careers 


"For  me,  the  Barhizon  is  the  difference  between 
just  staying  in  New  York,  and  living  here.  I’m  having 
fun  with  girls  who  have  become  real  friends 
of  mine — swimming,  dancing,  enjoying  all  the 
comforts  of  home.  My  room  is  cozy  too,  with 
radio — and  TV  if  I want  it.  And  the  Barbizon’s  on 
the  East  Side — gives  me  a smart  address /” 


NEW  YORK  S MOST  EXCLUSIVE  HOTEL  RESIDENCE  FOR  YOUNG  WOMEN 
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finance  the  costs  of  staging  each  pro- 
duction, tickets  were  made  available 
to  the  general  public  at  $1.50  each 
presentation.  Staging  costs  included 
cost  of  setting  up  the  Activities  Build- 
ing, publicity,  programs,  and  miscel- 
laneous expenses.  On  both  the  Alec 
Templeton  and  the  Ballet  presenta- 
tions, outside  revenues  were  just  suffi- 
cient to  meet  the  production  costs.  But 
the  final  concert,  with  Mantovani, 
brought  a ticket  sale  exceeding  $3,000. 
After  expenses,  the  Guest  Artists  Series 
will  realize  a profit  for  the  year  of  con- 
siderably more  than  $2,000. 

In  assessing  the  first  year  of  the 
“Guest  Artists  Series,”  it  is  easy  to  see 
it  was  successful. 

So  much  for  the  past.  Now,  what’s 
for  the  future? 

Next  year  if  the  Guest  Artists  Series 
receives  its  one  dollar  appropriation 
per  student,  plus  the  $2,000  profit 
from  this  year’s  series,  an  even  bigger 
and  better  program  should  be  ar- 
ranged to  run  the  gamut  of  musical 
tastes.  Artists  who  come  to  mind 
include  Benny  Goodman  (who  will  be 
on  tour  next  year),  Harry  Belafonte,  or 
Mantovani  again.  Also,  next  year’s 
series,  for  the  cost  of  one  concert 
this  year,  can  and  should  present  the 
complete  National  Symphony  Orches- 
tra Concert  series  to  the  student  body. 

Such  a varied  series  would  suit  the 
tastes  of  those  liking  popular  music, 
semi-classics,  and  the  more  serious 
classics.  A program  with  less  varietv 
would  be  unworthy  of  campus 
support. 


‘HI-FI  HOLIDAY’ 

The  Senior  Class  of  1958  pre- 
sents Fred  Waring’s  HI-FI  HOL- 
IDAY, starring  the  Pennsvlvan- 
ians,  at  Cole  Activities  Building, 
8:30  p.m.,  Friday,  May  23rd. 
Admission  is  $1.25. 

Tickets  are  available  at  the 
Student  Union,  Albrecht’s, 
dormitories,  and  fraternity  and 
sorority  houses. 


STUDENTS  SURROUND  Mantovani  before  March  concert.  (L.  to  R.)  Sarah  Goodman,  Chuck 
Knight,  George  Darlington,  Howard  Getlan,  Mantovani  and  Frank  Ratka. 


MORE  THAN  2,000  students  turned  out  to  hear  Alec  Templeton,  pianist-humorist,  in  Cole 
Fieldhouse. 
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LEADER  Jim  Owen  gives  his  interpretation  of 
a typical  Elvis  number. 


Maryland’s  Moving  Musicmen 

Terptones'  Rock  and  Roll  Notes 
Resound  in  Entertainment  Halls  from 
Arctic  to  Bermuda 

by  Gary  Phillips 


They’re  perhaps  the  best-drawing 
attraction  on  campus,  except  for 
sports,”  Student  Union  Manager  Bill 
Hoff  said  of  the  group  that  made  the 
music  for  the  Spring  Week  Dance  on 
the  17th. 

“They,”  of  course,  are  the  Terp- 
tones,  Maryland’s  answer  to  Pat  Boone, 
Elvis— you  name  it.  You  name  it, 
they’ve  got  it.  The  eight-man,  two- 
girl  combo  gives  out  with  ballads, 
rock  and  roll,  jazz,  dreamy  dance 
music,  and  song  and  dance  variety 
numbers.  They  play  it  straight  or  mix 
it  up— whatever  the  crowd  wants. 

The  troupe  needs  little  introduction 
in  Terp-land,  where  they  have  per- 
formed at  fraternity  parties,  the  South 
Carolina  basketball  game,  for  the 
Campus  Chest  Drive,  and  Hillel.  Their 
recent  schedule  included  a rock  and 
roll  concert  with  the  Belvederes  and 


Record  Hoppers,  the  Spring  Week 
Dance,  and  the  Freshman  Dance. 

Their  off-campus  activities  have  in- 
cluded the  “Rand’s”  and  “Hayloft”  in 
Washington,  D.  C.,  the  Beth-Isaac 
Club  in  Baltimore,  dance  at  the  Presi- 
dential Arms  Hotel,  and  a featured 
act  at  the  Andrews  Air  Force  Base 
Officers  Club. 

With  such  background,  you  would 
expect  them  to  be  oldtimers.  But  not 
one  of  the  group  is  past  twenty. 
Though  short  on  age,  they’re  long  on 
experience.  They  presented  17  shows 
in  19  days,  two  of  them  at  radar  sta- 
tions above  the  Arctic  Circle,  while 
travelling  some  10,000  miles  with  the 
Maryland  “Flying  Follies”  troupe 
which  toured  military  bases  with 
Christmas  entertainment  last  Decem- 
ber and  January.  Besides  visiting 
Labrador,  Iceland,  and  Scotland,  they 


appeared  on  local  TV  in  Bermuda  and 
the  Azores. 

Largely  responsible  for  their  suc- 
cess is  the  skill  and  versatility  that 
each  member  brings  to  the  group. 
Each  can  play  a musical  instrument  as 
well  as  sing  and  dance.  Although  they 
rely  heavily  on  the  popular  rock  and 
roll  now,  they  are  building  for  the 
future  with  a variety  show  that  won’t 
die  with  the  “craze.”  Cute  Peggy 
Stanifer,  A&S  Frosh,  sings  “pop”  tunes, 
and  Margie  Foster,  Education  Sopho- 
more and  runnerup  Miss  Washington, 
D.  C.  last  year,  sings  and  adds  her 
obvious  charm. 

The  men  in  the  group  met  by  acci- 
dent while  members  of  the  Men’s  Glee 
Club.  They  found  that  they  sounded 
“right”  together,  and  they  stayed  to- 
gether. John  Hite,  their  ballad  man, 
was  a soloist  with  the  glee  club  and 
has  sung  with  several  other  groups. 
Jim  Owen,  leader  of  the  group, 
alternates  with  Hite  on  the  vocal  solos, 
plays  guitar,  and  does  a “mean”  mimic 
of  “the  Pelvis.”  Russ  Beall,  who  plavs 


TERPTONES  furnish  after  dinner 
music  to  attentive  audience  in  Din- 
ing Hall. 


JOHN  HITE  does  "Twelfth  of  Never 
Mathis  style. 


POP  SINGER  Peggy  Stanifer  lends 
her  charm  to  Terptones.  Jerry  Harris, 
John  Hite,  and  Bill  Balser  provide 
background. 


three  instruments,  Lee  Gresser  on  the 
drums,  and  Bernie  Stopak  on  the  sax 
and  bass  fiddle  round  out  the  music 
section.  Bill  Balser  and  Jerrv  Harris 
combine  with  Hite  and  Owen  for 
vocal  quartet  numbers. 

Beall,  a music  major  with  ten  years 
at  the  piano,  directed  choruses  at  high 
school  before  coming  here  to  study 
teaching  and  conducting.  Jerry  Harris 
sang  solo  at  his  high  school  graduation 
and  at  Bainbridge  Naval  Base,  and 
Bernie  Stopak  had  his  own  17-piece 
orchestra.  Jim  Owen  had  a fan  club 
when  he  was  a twelfth-grader.  Balser 
was  president  of  the  Men’s  Glee  Club 
for  four  semesters. 

Harvey  Beavers,  A&S  Frosh,  added 
his  talent  to  the  group  recently.  He 
plays  bass  and  sax,  and  sings.  He  also 


directs  his  own  orchestra. 

With  all  their  success,  it  seems  that 
the  Terptones’  star  shone  brightest  the 
night  they  won  a spot  on  the  “Flying 
Follies.”  That’s  the  night  Sid  Sussman 
first  saw  them.  Always  looking  for  a 
good  thing,  Sid  the  promoter  con- 
tacted them  through  a mutual  friend, 
Old  Line  Editor  Ken  Duncan.  Since 
then,  Sid  and  Jim  Owen  handle  all 
bookings,  and  Sid  has  landed  them  a 
recording  audition.  The  owner  of 
Mace  label  liked  them,  and  the  record 
should  be  cut  before  this  store  hits 
print.  John  Hite  is  expected  to  be 
signed  to  a separate  contract  as  a 
ballad  crooner. 

The  Terptones  have  been  working 
steadily,  improving  steadily— they 
could  be  on  their  “wav  to  a star. 
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editor’s  note:  Below  is  a conglomera- 
tion of  news  briefs  that  ordinarily 
would  never  be  published  in  the 
Diamondback.  We  believe  the  Old 
Line  staff  is  more  alert  than  Dave 
Heinlys  reporters  and  the  scoops  here 
will  prove  it. 

. . . the  varsity  baseball  team  will  play 
its  games  next  year  in  University 
Theater  to  accommodate  the  crowds 
who  watch  Burt  Shipley  and  his  “cast” 
perform. 

. . . Dr.  Elkins  will  move  his  office  to 
Tokyo  to  become  better  acquainted 
with  students  matriculating  in  foreign 
branches.  Elkins  feels  that  these  stu- 
dents don’t  see  him  enough. 

. . . the  campus  religious  groups  will 
gather  next  week  at  the  Student  Union 
to  start  the  trek  across  the  mall  in  com- 
memoration of  the  crossing  of  the  Red 
Sea  by  the  wandering  children  of 
Israel. 

. . . the  poultry  department  tried  to 
develop  a new  breed  of  chicken  bv 
crossing  two  roosters.  The  result— two 
cross  roosters. 

. . . an  80-foot  picture  window  will 
be  installed  in  the  women’s  locker 
room  at  Preinkert  Fieldhouse. 

. . . the  University  Culture  Committee 
has  contracted  Lili  St.  Cvr  for  a per- 
formance in  Cole  fieldhouse  during 
Freshman  Orientation  Week  in  Sep- 
tember. 

. . . Jim  Tatum  will  return  to  Maryland 
as  an  assistant  coach  to  Tommy  Mont 
next  fall. 

. . . the  infirmary  nurses  have  started 
dipping  thermometers  in  Seagrams  to 
quell  student  gripes  about  the  bitter 
taste  of  rubbing  alcohol. 

. . . The  last  edition  of  the  Old  Line 
has  been  entered  in  the  Library  of 
Congress  under  the  classification: 
Humanities  ( Raw ) . 

. . . quote  of  the  year:  “A  person  who 
can’t  stand  a little  satire  ought  to  go  to 
the  tall  timber  and  live  there.”— Mr. 
Charles  Tuttle,  Chairman  of  the  Ad- 
ministrative Committee  of  C.C.N.Y., 
at  the  college’s  Mercury  magazine 
hearing,  January  9,  1957. 
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Darling,  delicate,  delightful.  All 
that  and  more  is  dreamy  Dianna 
Reiff,  “Old  Line  Girl  of  the  Month.” 
There  will  be  much  gnashing  of 
teeth  when  senior  bachelors  find  they 
let  this  one  get  awav.  Yes,  she’s  a sen- 
ior, her  major  is  Fine  Art  (what  else?), 
she’s  21,  and  unpinned! 

She’s  also  a KAT.  Wouldn’t  you 
guvs  like  to  have  her  in  front  of  your 
fireplace?  Statistics  are  34-22-34. 

After  being  transplanted  from  the 
University  of  Tulsa  as  a sophomore, 
Dianna  soon  was  active  in  the  Art 
Club,  serving  as  secretary  of  the  Angel 
Flight,  and  winning  the  “Best-dressed 
Maryland  University  Coed  for  1957” 
title. 

She  now  lives  in  Falls  Church,  Vir- 
ginia, but  being  an  “Army  brat,”  she 
could  start  globe-trotting  again. 

Better  hurry,  fellas! 
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Yeah,  yeah,  fella,  . . . 1 know  . . . Everyone  thinks  he 


can  write  nowadays. 

Well,  I’ll  look  it  over,  but  don’t  expect  too  much  ! ! 


£AW. 

Drunk:  Lady,  you  got  two  very 
beautiful  legs. 

Lady:  “How  would  you  know?’ 

Drunk:  I counted  them. 

O O O 

“Does  the  sergeant  know  the  trench 
has  fallen  in?” 

“No,  Sir,  were  digging  him  out  now 
to  tell  him.” 


O O O 

Voltaire:  “I  may  not  agree  with 
what  you  say,  but  I’ll  defend  with  my 
life  your  right  to  say  it.” 

Mrs.  Voltaire:  “OH,  shut  up.” 

O O O 

“Operator,  Operator,  this  is  the 
Devil,  give  me  Hell. 

O O O 

Best  thing  about  a house  trailer  is 
that  it  gives  you  a place  to  live  while 
you’re  looking  for  a place  to  park. 


SHOP 

SHOP 

WOOLWORTH 

WOOLWORTH 

FIRST 

FIRST 

14  x 17 

DIPLOMA  SIZE 

FRAMES 

*1.49 

COMPLETE  WITH 
HANGING  SET 

OTHER  SIZES  AVAILABLE 
INCLUDING  11x14 


WOOLWORTH'S 

COLLEGE  PARK  SHOPPING  CENTER 
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The  Play's  the  Thing ’ 


Shipley,  Plummer 

Four  Plays  Considered 
For  Best  Production  Award 


by  Dave  Halliday 

With  the  production  schedule  completed,  the  Old  Line 
Mag  Awards  Committee  set  about  the  difficult  task  of 
selecting  those  members  of  University  Theater  whose 
performances  best  reflect  the  constantly  improving  standard 
of  histrionic  endeavor  here  at  Maryland. 

Four  major  productions  were  considered.  The  titillating 
musical  hit  of  1957,  “Gentlemen  Prefer  Blondes,”  the 
stylistic  comedy-satire  “Teahouse  of  the  August  Moon,” 
Lorca’s  heavy  drama,  “The  House  of  Bernarda  Alba,”  and 
Anouilh’s  adaptation  of  Sophocles’  classic,  “Antigone.” 
“Gentlemen,”  the  first  of  a select  quartet,  represented  an 
important  and  necessary  innovation  for  UT  musicals.  It 
was  the  first  time  that  our  industrious  players  utilized  the 
manifold  talents  of  the  Music  Department.  Mr.  Melvin 
Bernstein  and  his  orchestra  gave  the  melodious  score  an 
excellent  rendering,  while  beauty  queens  Margie  Foster 
and  Margo  Lucey  held  the  attention  of  the  audience. 
“Gentlemen”  was  a big,  splashy  musical  complete  with 
skin-tight  costuming  and  alluring  performance,  particularly 
by  the  two  aforementioned  feminine  leads. 

Walter  Nakamura,  an  unknown,  untried  performer  was 
given  the  highly-prized  role  of  Sakini  in  John  Patrick’s 
comedy,  “Teahouse  of  the  August  Moon.”  Director  Rudy 
Pugliese  assembled  a cast  sprinkled  with  veterans  and 
novices  for  the  production,  which  must  ultimately  be  re- 
garded as  a popular  success. 

For  interpretation  of  this  philosophical  oriental,  Mr. 
Nakamura  was  nominated  for  an  Old  Line  Mag  Award  in 
the  best  actor  category.  Joy  McGuire,  who  supported 
Nakamura  as  Lotus  Blossom,  and  Jim  Vijande,  cast  as  the 
confused  Captain  Fishy,  were  others  nominated  for  awards. 

There  was  much  comment  about  the  selection  of 
“Bernarda  Alba”  as  the  second  major  UT  production  of  the 
year.  However,  the  first  night  audience  dispelled  any  doubts 
as  to  the  aesthetic  merit  of  this  vigorous  tale.  Barbara 
Standera,  as  Bernarda,  gave  a brilliant  performance.  Her 
characterization  of  the  embittered  matriarch  of  a colony 
of  lost  women  merited  unlimited  praise  from  Diamondback 
Drama  Critic  George  Darlington.  Other  outstanding  per- 
formances were  contributed  by  Judy  Fine,  Kathy  Moore, 
Margo  Lucey,  Sanni  Stack  and  Betsy  Apel. 

“Antigone”  is  the  last  production  under  consideration  for 
the  current  edition  of  the  Old  Line  Maggie  Awards.  Again, 
the  selection  by  Director  Charles  Niemeyer  was  one  that 
evoked  much  comment.  Could  Anouilh’s  adaptation 
attract  a large  audience  to  Central  Auditorium,  or  would  a 
campus  of  collegiates,  so  diverse  and  divergent  in  their 


BEST  PERFORMANCE  BY  AN  ACTRESS: 

Janet  Shipley,  "Antigone 

HONORABLE  MENTION: 

Barbara  Standera,  "The  House  of  Bernarda  Alba" 

BEST  PERFORMANCE  BY  AN  ACTOR: 

Ronn  Plummer,  "Antigone" 

HONORABLE  MENTION: 

Charles  Ballew,  "Gentlemen  Prefer  Blondes" 
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j Old  Line  'Maggie’  Award  Winners 


BEST  PERFORMANCE  BY  A SUPPORTING 
ACTRESS 

Besty  Apel 

"The  House  of  Bernardo  Alba" 


HONORABLE  MENTION 

Patricia  Rouleau 
"Antigone" 


BEST  PERFORMANCE  BY  A SUPPORTING 
ACTOR 

Christopher  (Kit)  Larke 
"Teahouse  of  the  August  Moon" 


HONORABLE  MENTION 

Joe  Warfield 
"Antigone 


BEST  CHARACTERIZATION  BY  AN  ACTOR 

Frank  Tudisco 

"Gentlemen  Prefer  Blondes 


BEST  OVERALL  PRODUCTION:  "Antigone,"  (photo  page  10); 

director.  Dr.  Charles  Niemeyer 

HONORABLE  MENTION:  "The  House  of  Bernardo  Alba," 

director,  Mr.  James  Byrd 


tastes,  be  scared  off  by  what  must, 
even  in  a more  modern  setting,  be  es- 
sentially Greek  tragedy.  Another  im- 
portant consideration  that  had  some 
insiders  worried  was  that  of  its  suc- 
cession to  the  Lorca  drama.  Would  the 
University  audience  accept  two  turbu- 
lent tragedies  in  one  season? 

“Antigone”  proved  to  be  one  of  the 
most  completely  successful  produc- 
tions in  the  history  of  University 
Theater.  Janet  Shipley,  long  a UT 
standout,  played  the  title  role.  Her 
characterization  was  stronger,  more 
perceptive,  and  certainly  more  chal- 
lenging than  anvthing  she  had  ever 
attempted.  In  this,  her  final  perform- 
ance at  Maryland’s  Universitv  The- 
ater, she  indeed  gave  her  audiences 
an  extraordinarily  stimulating  parting 
gift. 

Ronn  Plummer’s  brilliant  characteri- 
zation of  Creon  must  stand  as  one  of 
the  finest  male  performances  ever  de- 
livered at  Central  Auditorium.  It  bore 
all  the  external  marks  of  true  profes- 
sionalism. Nothing  more  can  be  said 
or  should  be  said. 

Dr.  Niemever’s  direction  and 
Patricia  Rouleau's  “Ismene”  were  also 
of  the  highest  caliber. 

To  say  that  University  Theater  has 
come  a long  wav  would  be  a definite 
understatement.  Their  last  production, 
“Oklahoma,”  was  the  most  ambitious 
project  that  has  yet  been  undertaken 
by  that  progressive  group.  Mr.  Rudy 
Pugliese  did  a commendable  job  in  in- 
tegrating the  efforts  of  the  Music  De- 
partment and  many  of  the  modern 
dance  students  into  the  complex  pack- 
age that  is  the  Rodgers  and  Hammer- 
stein  musical,  “Oklahoma.”  This  pro- 
duction will  not  be  considered  for  the 
Old  Line  Awards  until  May,  1959; 
however,  the  experimentation,  origi- 
nality and  brightness  of  this  musical 
chunk  of  Americana,  as  it  was  pre- 
sented at  Central  Auditorium,  is  ample 


proof  that  University  Theater  is  not 
resting  on  the  laurels  of  such  classics 
as  “Antigone,”  but  looking  for  ways  to 
make  your  evenings  at  UT,  most  en- 
joyable, more  stimulating,  and  most 
important,  more  professional. 


BEST  CHARACTERIZATION  BY  AN  ACTRESS 

Judy  Fine 

"Gentlemen  Prefer  Blondes 
"The  House  of  Bernardo  Alba,"  "Antigone 


HONORABLE  MENTION 

Sanni  Stack 

"The  House  or  Bernarda  Alba 
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I960  Olympic  Performers? 

Many  Track  Experts  Give  Grim  and 
Schwarz  a Chance  to  Make  the  Team 


Two  Ex-Maryland  track  stars  figured 
prominently  in  every  major  indoor 
track  meet  from  Boston  to  Cleveland 
last  winter  and  many  experts  are  giv- 
ing them  an  excellent  chance  of  mak- 
ing the  1960  Olympic  team. 

Burr  Grim  and  Mel  Schwarz  com- 
peted against  America’s  best  track  and 
field  men  as  well  as  manv  foreign  con- 
testants. Grim,  whose  specialty  is  the 
mile,  never  won  a major  race  but  has 
the  distinction  of  pushing  Villanova’s 
Ron  Delany  to  a world  indoor  mile 
record  at  the  Chicago  Daily  News  Re- 
lays. Grim  was  championed  by  the 
press  throughout  the  winter  campaign 
because  of  his  “rabbit”  tactics. 

The  Terp  flash  tried  to  speed  up  the 
pace  several  times  in  the  famous  Madi- 
son Square  Garden  races  all  to  no  avail 
but  when  the  top  runners  moved  into 


by  Chet  Steckel 

Chicago,  Grim’s  hustling  paid  off  as 
Delany,  carried  by  the  hot  pace, 
sprinted  down  the  stretch  to  win  in  4 
minutes  3.6  seconds,  and  a new 
record. 

Muscular  Mel  Schwarz  became  the 
eleventh  man  in  history  to  pole  vault 
15  feet  when  he  cleared  that  height  in 
the  New  York  Athletic  Club  games  at 
the  Garden.  This  was  the  night  that 
the  otherwise  placid  crowd  stood  and 
cheered  when  Schwarz  sped  down  the 
narrow  board  straightaway  and  with 
every  muscle  straining,  his  pole  bend- 
ing, cleared  the  cross  bar  with  room 
to  spare.  Some  16,000  track  fans  ap- 
plauded the  former  Baltimore  Poly 
star  as  he  stared  up  at  the  unwavering 
bar  and  knew  that  he  was  on  his  wav 
at  last  to  becoming  one  of  the  best 
vaulters. 


Schwarz  has  been  the  sentimental 
favorite  in  the  big  track  meets  for  the 
past  two  winter  seasons  because  of  his 
natural  trait  of  never  giving  up.  The 
AAU  sent  Schwarz  to  London  this  past 
summer  to  compete  in  the  London  vs. 
New  York  meet  and  his  fine  second 
place  showing  there  put  him  in  high 
regard  bv  the  experts.  This  perform- 
ance, along  with  other  summer  wins, 
has  the  experts  repeating  the  name 
Schwarz  whenever  the  pole  vault 
event  is  mentioned. 

As  all  of  “Big  Mel’s”  team-mates 
know,  he  is  an  extremely  hard  worker. 
Besides  being  an  excellent  wrestler, 
Schwarz  is  an  accomplished  gymnast 
and  he  owes  much  of  his  success  to 
this  training.  Schwarz  holds  the  Uni- 
versitv  pole  vault  record  of  14  feet  set 
( continued , page  30) 
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l It’s  just  too  exciting! 
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I Mother  writes  that  people 


are  planning  all  sorts  of 


/ | trousseau  showers  for  me! 

- , / So... I'm  going  to  make 

sure  she  passes  the  word 
along. .. that  one  of  my 
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I dearest  desires  is  a whole 
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| linen  closet  full  of  Wam- 
sutta  Supercale  sheets  and 
cases.  Bill  loves  blue... 
and  I want  everything  mono- 
grammed.  If  I'm  extra 
lucky. . .maybe  someone  will 
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new  ruffled  screen  printed 

| pillowcases. .. that  only 

I 

\ Wamsutta  makes I 


% 


m^a 


\ 


/ 


\ 

i 

4 


the  treasured  sheets  for  fine  trousseaus  for  generations — famed  for  their  fine  super-silken  quality  and 
super-practical,  too,  because  they  last  so  beautifully  for  so  many,  many  years. 

And  for  dormitory  rooms  . . . Wamsutta  DEBUCALE®.  . . next  to  Supercale,  the  finest  sheet  in  the  world! 

WAMSUTTA  MILLS,  Dept.  S 64,  1430  Broadway,  New  York  18,  New  York 
Division  of  M.  Lowenstein  & Sons,  Inc.,  Makers  of  Wamsutta  Heritage  Towels. 


Sunday  TV  Query  Opens 
Door  To  Understanding 

Students  Pose  Religious  Questions  on 
"To  Promote  Goodwill" 


WBAL  C amera  focuses  on  another  Sunday  presentation  of  "To  Promote 
Goodwill.'' 


Alumni  corresponding  secretary  Vic  Holm  shot  the 
photographs  appearing  with  this  feature  during  the 
weekly  presentation  of  “ To  Promote  Goodwill ,”  Sun- 
day, April  13th.  Gerog  and  Jagadishwar  Mahanty, 
Hameed  Naz  and  Yehuda  Laufer,  pictured  below,  are 
graduate  students  at  the  University  of  Maryland. 

The  April  13th  program  set  two  precedents  in  the 
two-year  history  of  the  series:  ( 1 ) all  four  student 
panelists  on  the  show  were  representatives  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Maryland  and  (2)  it  was  the  first  time  the 
Hindu,  Moslem  and  Jewish  faiths  were  represented 
on  the  same  panel. 


GEROG  MAHANTY  JAGADISHWAR  MAHANTY 

Hindu  from  India  Hindu  from  India 


by  Dinah  Brown 


A Korean  student,  studying  at  a Maryland  college,  killed 
two  people  while  escaping  from  communists  in  his 
country.  His  question:  “Is  taking  a human  life  ever 
justified?” 

University  of  Maryland  law  students,  soon  to  step  into 
the  courtroom,  wanted  to  know,  “Should  a lawyer  defend 
a client  whom  he  knows  to  be  guilty?” 

Medical  students  query,  “What  about  euthanasia— right 
or  wrong?” 

Moderator  Dave  Brigham,  Executive  Secretary  of  the 
University  Alumni  Association,  and  his  panel  of  Baltimore 
clergymen,  Rev.  Frederick  W.  Heifer,  pastor  of  the  Chris- 
tian Temple;  Rabbi  Abraham  Shusterman,  Har  Sinai 
Temple;  and  Father  William  Kailer  Dunn,  Chaplain  of 
Notre  Dame  of  Maryland,  face  these  questions  and  others 
like  them  every  Sunday  afternoon  on  WBAL-TV’s  “To 
Promote  Good  Will.” 

Brigham,  former  State  Commander  of  the  American 
Legion  and  now  National  Executive  Committeeman,  and 
two  of  his  Legion  associates  conceived  the  plan  for  the  pro- 
gram several  years  ago.  They  felt  that  most  people  knew  far 
too  little  about  their  own  religion  and  were  “abysmally 
ignorant  concerning  the  religion  of  their  neighbors.” 


HAMEED  NAZ 

Moslem  from  Pakistan 


YEHUDA  LAUFER 

Israel 


DAVE  BRIGHAM,  moderator 


THE  JOB  of  the  moderator  says  Dave  Brigham,  seated  between  panels, 
is  to  get  the  ministers  and  the  students  to  "disagree  agreeably." 


REV.  FREDERICK  W HELFER 


Taking  as  their  motto,  “Inquiry  Opens  the  Door  to 
Understanding,”  they  set  up  the  format  for  a television  pro- 
gram which  would  “develop  intelligent,  honest  and  fear- 
less inquiry  on  the  part  of  youth  and  adult  alike.” 

According  to  producer  Herb  Sehloss,  “This  is  the  first 
time  in  the  history  of  television  that  a Catholic  priest,  a 
Protestant  minister,  and  a rabbi  have  appeared  on  an  in- 
formational program  with  panelists  of  all  religious  and 
many  race  and  national  groups.” 


»igh  school  and  college  students,  recruited  from  all  over 
the  state,  fire  the  questions  at  the  panel  members,  often 
probing  into  moral  problems  or  hitting  upon  a controversial 
ethical  question. 

Now  nearly  two  years  old,  the  program  has  been  called 
one  of  the  most  popular  in  the  Baltimore  area.  Brigham 
last  year  accepted  the  “Interfaith  Good  Will  Award”  for 
Maryland,  presented  jointly  by  the  Boumi  Temple  Shrine, 
the  Knights  of  Columbus,  and  B’nai  B’rith.  Awarded  by 
Joe  E.  Brown,  the  citation  reads  in  part:  “the  program  . . . 
has  contributed  the  most  to  understanding,  to  religious 
freedom  and  the  ability  to  live  together.” 

The  staff  of  the  show  feels  that  it  does  indeed  “promote 
good  will.”  They  cite  a faithful  listener  who  savs  he  travels 
fifty  miles  every  Sunday  to  view  the  program  on  a rela- 
tive’s TV  set.  And  Ned  Oldham,  1957  captain  of  the  Naval 
Academy  football  team  wrote,  “I  thought  that  being  on 
vour  program  was  one  of  the  finest  experiences  of  my  life.” 
The  show,  while  attempting  to  answer  seriously  the 
questions  on  morals,  religion  and  human  relations,  has  its 
lighter  moments. 

One  student  shot  this  question  at  Bev.  Heifer:  “Should  a 
church  accept  a large  cash  gift  from  a man  who  was  known 
to  have  made  his  money  from  gambling?” 

Rev.  Heifer  reflected  a moment  and  pointed  out  dryly, 
“I’d  take  the  money  figuring  the  devil  has  had  it  long 
enough,  and  it  was  time  for  the  Lord  to  use  it  now.” 


FATHER  WILLIAM  KAILER  DUNN 


RABBI  ABRAHAM  SHUSTERMAN 


Weasel  at  the  Stove 


by  Larry  Chaney 


It  looked  extremely  rocky  at  the  L.  T.  Club  that  day 
The  clock  said  ten  to  two,  and  not  a soul  would  pay 
They’d  surely  pay  the  price  and  more,  if  Weasel  was  on 
hand 

For  his  deathballs  were  renowned  throughout  the  land 
His  understudy,  Froggy,  was  nervous  and  overwrought 
Looking  out  the  window,  ’twas  Weasel  that  he  sought 
Then  from  the  tattered  multitude,  there  came  a mighty  roar 
For  Weasel,  mighty  Weasel,  was  walking  through  the 
door 

He  walked  with  grace,  though  staggering  in  his  stride 
Directly  to  the  oven,  scrumptious  deathballs  to  be  fried 
Surgeonlike,  walking  to  the  sink 

He  reached  into  his  pocket,  and  took  another  drink 
The  burgers  were  on,  two  minutes  to  go,  he  gestured  to  the 
crowd 

Another  minute  passed,  he  smiled,  a man  quite  proud 
The  moment  approached,  the  crowd  was  deathly  quiet 
As  they  awaited  this  supplement  to  their  diet 
Spies  appeared  from  the  White  Tower 
The  time  drew  near  to  the  zero  hour 
Oh  somewhere  in  this  favored  land,  the  sun  is  shining 
bright 

And  somewhere  bands  are  playing,  and  somewhere 
hearts  are  light 

And  somewhere  men  are  laughing,  and  somewhere  children 
shout 

But  there  is  no  joy  at  Club  L.  T.,  for  mighty  Weasel  has 
passed  out. 


“The  crowd  seems  to  sense  that  the  action  has  slowed 
and  they’re  getting  down  on  the  boys  a little.’’ 


-MERCURY 
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Polio  Victim  to  'Mr.  Washington  D.  C.’ 


Many  athletes  have  won  acclaim  after  overcoming  seri- 
ous physical  handicaps  to  become  outstanding  in  their 
field.  Olympic  track  champion  Glenn  Cunningham,  area 
swimming  sensation  Shelley  Mann,  and  National  Open  golf 
champion  Ed  Furgol  are  prominent  examples. 

Constant  effort  is  the  necessary  force  to  attain  such 
success. 

Warren  Miller’s  effort  was  constant.  After  10  years  of 
weightlifting  therapy  to  strengthen  his  polio-weakened 


hodv  Miller  won  the  “Mr.  Washington,  D.  C.  title  on 
March  22.  His  competitors  were  seven  weightlifters  from 
area  colleges  and  the  YMCA.  The  contestants  were  rated 
for  muscularity,  proportion,  background,  and  intelligence. 
In  winning,  Miller  made  three  lifts  totaling  610  pounds, 
his  highest  total  to  date. 

The  26-year-old  senior  physics  major  is  a charter  member 
and  treasurer  of  the  campus  weightlifting  club.  The  club, 
formed  bv  Miller  and  some  friends  in  order  to  meet  com- 
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petition,  has  won  every  contest  entered  except  one.  Even 
then,  against  the  12th  Street  YMCA  of  Washington,  Miller 
won  the  title  bv  pressing  195  pounds,  which  is  equal  to  his 
body  weight.  He  competes  in  the  198-pound  class.  In  two 
years  of  competition,  he  has  never  placed  lower  than 


second. 

Planning  to  continue  weightlifting,  Miller  savs,  “It  helps 
relieve  nervous  tension  and  to  me  has  become  a way  of 
life.” 
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by  Chuck  Knight 

ALL  EYES  are  on  Kermit  as  the  versatile  creature  from  "Sam  and  Friend:  discusses  the  current  economic  situation.  From  left  to  right  are  Sam, 

Jim  Henson,  Yorick,  Kermit,  Jane  Nevel,  and  Harry. 


In  this  age  of  electronics  and  sound 
it  is  not  unusual  for  a gifted  enter- 
tainer to  rise  rapidly  to  the  heights  of 
success  in  the  television  industry. 
“Sam,”  a speechless,  bald-headed, 
bulb-nosed,  shoulder-shrugging  TV 
personality  extraordinary  who  nightly 
leads  a humorous  entourage  of  24 
colorful  cohorts  before  the  cameras  of 
Washington’s  WRC-TV,  provides  TV’s 
newest  success  story. 

Who,  or  what,  is  Sam?  Well,  he  is  a 
puppet  whose  expressions  and  actions 
have  captivated  his  viewers.  Sam, 
however,  does  not  stand  alone.  He  and 
his  fellow  puppets  have  been  guided 
to  popularity  and  success  by  the  hands 


of  their  creator  Jim  Henson,  a 21 -year- 
old  practical  art  senior,  and  Jim’s 
partner  Jane  Nebel,  a Maryland  alum- 
nus from  the  class  of  ’55. 

Henson’s  hand-operated  “muppets” 
appear  under  the  stage  name  of  “Sam 
and  Friends”  at  11:25  p.m.  Monday 
through  Friday  on  Channel  4.  Joining 
Sam  in  his  acting  and  imitation  of 
records  are  characters  such  as  Kermit, 
a versatile  puppet  who  has  been 
described  as  resembling  both  a frog 
and  an  oyster;  Harry,  a worm-snake 
with  horizontal  stripes  and  sun  glasses; 
the  beady-eyed  twins.  Hank  and 
Frank,  who  sing  duets;  and  Yorick, 
an  expressionless  purple  skull-shaped 


creature  with  probing  white  eves. 

When  designing  the  various  mup- 
pets Jim  gave  them  their  original  ap- 
pearance by  cartooning  human  and 
animal  forms.  The  job  of  clothing  and 
sewing  the  25  puppets  has  been  Jane’s 
exclusively. 

The  rise  of  “Sam  and  Friends”  has 
been  swift  and  sure.  The  muppets 
originated  in  the  summer  of  1954 
when  Jim  heard  that  Roy  Meachum 
was  looking  for  a puppet  act  for  his 
morning  show  on  WTOP-TV.  Jim 
created  several  puppets,  made  up  an 
act,  and  got  the  job.  Unfortunately, 
the  CBS  show  folded  three  weeks 
later.  Immediately  NBC’s  Washington 
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The  national  networks  have  also 
noted  Jim's  elever  approach  to  pup- 
peteering.  His  muppets  have  appeared 
numerous  times  with  Steve  Allen,  Jack 
Parr,  Arthur  Godfrey,  and  Will 
Rogers,  Jr. 

Neither  Jim  nor  Jane  ever  appear 
on  the  screen  during  a performance. 


affiliate,  WRC-TV,  hired  Jim  and  his 
puppets  to  do  spots  with  Inga,  Mike 
Hunnicutt,  the  “Afternoon”  show,  and 
“Circle  Four  Ranch.” 

Things  began  to  break  for  Jim  when 
he  arrived  at  Maryland  as  a freshman. 
He  met  his  partner,  Jane  Nebel,  in  a 
practical  arts  class,  and  soon  after- 
wards the  show  was  given  the  perma- 
nent 11:25  p.m.  spot  preceeding  the 
Steve  Allen  “Tonight”  Show.  Cur- 
rently “Sam  and  Friends”  precede  the 
Jack  Paar  Show  in  the  same  time  spot. 

Fate  knocked  on  Jim’s  door  in  Sep- 
tember of  1956.  It  was  then  that  WRC 
announced  that  they  were  replacing 
Sam.  Loyal  fans  would  not  hear  of 
this,  however,  and  tons  of  mail  pro- 
testing the  change  poured  into  the 
station.  After  being  absent  from  the 
TV  screen  for  only  one  night,  Jim, 
Jane,  Sam  and  his  cohorts  were  back 
at  work  bv  popular  demand. 

“Sam  and  Friends”  is  acclaimed  by 
Washingtonians  as  the  most  popular 
local  television  attraction.  In  February' 
the  Federation  of  Women’s  Clubs  of 
the  District  of  Columbia  named  “Sam 
and  Friends”  the  top  television  show 
of  local  origin  and  cited  Jim  for  his 
outstanding  creative  abilities. 


THE  TEAM  of  Nebel  and  Henson  accept  a citation  which  named  their  show,  "Sam  and  Friends," 
the  outstanding  local  TV  show  for  1958.  Presenting  the  award  is  Mrs.  McCall  H.  Imes,  President 
of  the  Federation  of  Women  s Clubs  of  the  District  of  Columbia. 


PAUL  ARNOLD,  the  only  human  who  appears  on  camera  with  the  muppets,  laughs  with  Sam  and 
Yorick  as  Bob  Hope  (right)  listens  intently  to  all  that  Kermit  has  to  say. 


They  operate  the  muppets  from  a 
kneeling  position  behind  a miniature 
stage.  The  onlv  human  who  appears 
on  camera  with  the  muppets  is  Paul 
Arnold.  The  muppets  themselves  hold 
the  audience  with  Arnold  providing 
the  chatter  when  it  is  occasionally 
needed. 

With  diversity  his  byword,  pup- 
peteer Henson  is  a “B”  student,  an 
able  artist,  designer  and  producer,  a 
theatrical  publicity  agent,  and  the 
“czar”  of  the  University’s  silk-screen 
poster  printing  industry.  He  was  Uni- 
versity Theater’s  publicity  director  for 
two  years,  and  is  currently  the  pub- 
licity agent  for  United  Stage  Pro- 
ductions. 

Recently  Jim  completed  a series  of 
15  commercials  for  the  Wilkins  Coffee 
Company.  They  are  appearing  approx- 
imately fifty  times  a week  on  all  Wash- 
ington TV  stations.  The  two  charac- 
ters in  the  advertisement,  Will  and 
Wilkins,  were  designed  by  Jim  espe- 
cially for  the  Wilkins  ads. 

After  graduation  Jim  plans  to  “con- 
tinue with  the  muppets  as  long  as 
there  is  a demand  for  them.”  Judging 
from  the  unbelievable  success  that 
“Sam  and  Friends”  have  enjoyed  in 
their  infancy,  it  seems  natural  that  the 
future  will  hold  even  greater  promise 
for  Jim,  Jane,  Sam,  Kermit,  Yorick, 
et  al. 
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An  idea  conceived  by  Golf  Coach 
Frank  Cronin  has  developed  into 
one  of  the  top  collegiate  golf 
courses  in  the  nation.  Aerial  photo 
shows  200-acre  expanse  of  recently- 
constructed  links. 


New  $175,000  Links  To  Open  In  June 


The  sixth  green 


by  Tom  Seppy 


Spring  has  sprung,  the  grass  has  riz,  and  the  golf  course 
is  ready  to  be  opened. 

According  to  Frank  Cronin,  Golf  Director,  the  200-acre 
facility  which  boasts  18  beautifully-landscaped  holes,  will 
open  in  early  June.  “The  reason  for  the  delay,”  said  Cronin, 
“is  that  it  was  so  hot  and  dry  last  summer  that  we  lost  all 
the  grass.  But  the  course  is  filled  in  now  and  we’re  ready 
to  go.” 

“This  golf  course  cost  us  in  the  neighborhood  of  $175,000 
and  the  costs  are  still  mounting,”  Cronin  added,  “but  the 
taxpayer  isn’t  footing  the  bill.  The  Athletic  Department  is 
paying  for  the  course  with  the  money  it  received  from  the 
Sugar  Bowl  and  Orange  Bowl  games.” 

Proposed  clubhouse 


iii 
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The  course  is  located  just  west  of 
Byrd  Stadium  and  will  be  open  to  all 
students  of  the  University.  Others  who 
may  use  the  course  are  faculty,  alumni 
and  their  guests.  There  will  be  no  an- 
nual fee  for  students  but  it  will  cost 
one  dollar  each  time  the  student  uses 
the  course.  Fees  for  faculty  and 
alumni  differ  and  will  be  published 
soon. 

“The  primary  purpose  of  the 
course,”  Cronin  says,  “is  to  provide  an 
educational  opportunity  to  teach  golf 
as  part  of  the  physical  education  cur- 
riculum and  to  provide  recreational 
play  for  the  entire  student  body, 
faculty,  and  alumni  of  the  University. 
This  course  will  compare  favorably 
with  any  course  in  the  Mid- Atlantic 
area  from  both  an  aesthetic  viewpoint 


and  challenging  golf  play.  Each  hole  is 
an  entity  in  itself;  that  is,  each  hole  is 
enclosed  by  natural  woods  and  no  two 
holes  are  visible  at  the  same  time.” 

An  additional  feature  of  the  course 
is  its  clubhouse.  The  first  floor,  which 
will  be  the  only  floor  ready  and 
opened  in  June,  will  contain  locker 
rooms,  the  golf  shop,  golf  storage,  and 
utilities.  The  next  floor,  when  com- 
pleted, will  house  the  snack  bar  and 
the  lounge.  The  third  floor  has  been 
set  aside  for  guest  rooms. 

Also  part  of  the  course  is  a driving 
range  which  was  opened  last  summer. 
“The  range,”  says  Cronin,  “is  one  of 
the  most  modern  and  beautiful  in  the 
East  because  of  its  special  setting, 
lighting,  and  other  features.” 

Bill  Cobey,  Director  of  Athletics, 
said  of  the  golf  course,  “It  is  especially 
gratifying  to  me  that,  through  ath- 
letics, we  are  able  to  make  this  con- 
tribution at  no  cost  to  the  taxpayer 
through  our  participation  in  the  bowl 
games.  Certainly  the  new  course  and 
driving  range  will  help  broaden  the 
educational  and  recreational  facilities 
of  the  University,  and,  incidentally, 
add  unique  beauty  to  the  College  Park 
campus.” 


Mrs.  Dante— What  are  you  writing 
now,  dear? 

Mr.  Dante— Hell,  you  wouldn’t  under- 
stand it. 


The  eighth,  par  3,  hole 


First  hole  green  overlooking  Lake  Cobey 
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(continued  from  p.  18) 


at  the  Millrose  games  in  1956.  Since 
then  he  has  not  had  to  contend  with 
weighty  engineering  problems  and  has 
found  more  time  to  concentrate  on 
vaulting.  The  result:  Mel  Schwarz, 
fifth-ranked  vaulter  in  the  United 
States. 

Unlike  Schwarz,  Grim  has  not 
found  the  indoor  meets  to  his  liking. 
The  tall  Virginian  prefers  the  outdoors 
“where  there  is  no  cigar  smoke  and 
more  running  room.”  Grim  first  hit  the 
national  spotlight  in  1955  when  he 
won  the  IC4A  Eastern  championship 
mile  run  in  4 minutes  9.9  seconds.  He 
was  only  a sophomore  then  and  ex- 
perts predicted  great  things  for  the 
rangy  Terp. 

Grim’s  own  hopes  were  dimmed  in 
1956  when  a growth  that  required 
surgery  was  discovered  near  his  spine. 
The  1956  indoor  season  was  over 
when  he  climbed  out  of  bed  in  late 
February,  1956.  It  was  at  this  time 
that  Grim  demonstrated  his  now  well- 
known  intestinal  fortitude  because  he 
began  to  run  again.  In  his  first  meet, 
the  Florida  relays,  he  and  three  Terp 
teammates  set  a new  Maryland  two- 
mile  relay  record.  Grim  had  started 
his  comeback— and  it  hasn’t  stopped 
yet,  as  he  continues  to  run  outstanding 
races.  The  23-vear-old  graduate  stu- 
dent in  Spanish  is  hoping  to  crack  the 
four-minute  barrier  someday  and  he 
hopes  that  it  will  be  in  California  this 
spring.  Many  experts  say  he  can. 


Powers  & Goode 

MARYLAND  HABERDASHERY 

4509  College  Ave.  • College  Park,  Md. 

Featuring  Traditional  Clothing 
And  Haberdashery  For 
Discriminating  Men 
At  Moderate 
Prices. 

Shoes  - Hosiery  - Wool  Slacks 
Imported  Belts  - Wool  Sweaters 
Finest  Shirtings  - English  Foulard  and 
Silk  Regimental  Neckwear 
Suits  and  Sports  Coats  of  Exceptional 
Quality. 


L G co 

your  Balfour  man 

HERB  BROWN 


Mr.  Z 

Congratulates  all  you 
graduating  seniors.  Best  wishes 
for  a successful  career! 

Traditionally, 

THE  VARSITY  GRILL 


406  WEST  SARATOGA  STREET 
BALTIMORE,  MD.  IE.  9-4066 


Fraternity  and  Sorority 

JEWELRY 


Favors  "ff  Trophies  ☆ Mugs 
Stationery  •jUj’  Knitwear 
Fraternity  and  Sorority  Badges 
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ttractive,  redheaded  Julia  Marsh  has  captured  the  title 
of  Glamour  Magazine’s  Best  Dressed  Coed  on  the  Mary- 
land campus.  She  will  be  off  to  New  York  City  in  June  to 
compete  with  coeds  from  other  universities. 

Fashion  sense,  imagination  in  dress,  and  neatness  figured 
in  the  contest,  and  Julia  was  judged  on  her  campus  clothes. 


For  the  national  contest  she  will  submit  three  photographs 
of  costumes  from  her  wardrobe:  a campus  outfit,  downtown 
street  ensemble,  and  a “date  dress. 

Twenty-year-old  Julia  comes  from  Chevy  Chase  and 
resides  at  Pi  Beta  Phi  House  during  the  school  year. 
Appropriately  enough  she  majors  in  dress  design. 
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It’s  Friday  again— 
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Chemical  progress  is  autoclaves,  test  tubes,  distillation  towers 
. . . hydrocarbons,  heterocyclic  compounds  . . . processes, 
polymerizations,  products. 

But  mostly,  chemical  progress  is  thinking  . . . men  think- 
ing. Little  men,  big  men,  medium  size  men  ...  in  lab  coats, 
business  suits,  overalls  ...  all  of  them,  always,  thinking. 

Thinking  up  new  products  . . . new  ways  to  make  chem- 
icals and  new  ways  to  use  them.  Thinking  up  more  comfort, 
more  convenience,  better  health,  for  everyone. 

Always,  the  old  things  have  to  be  improved,  and  the  new 


things  have  to  be  proved.  It  takes  more  thinking.  The  think- 
ing never  stops.  And  so  chemical  progress  never  stops.  It’s 
that  way  at  Koppers. 

You  can  be  one  of  these  men,  think- 
ing. You  can  create  some  of  the  chem- 
ical progress  that’s  made  at  Koppers. 

The  products  are  many  . . . the  oppor- 
tunities myriad.  Consider  a career 
with  Koppers;  send  the  coupon  today. 


Koppers  Company,  Inc. 

| Industrial  Relations  Manager 
Dept.  C-58,  Koppers  Building 
Pittsburgh  19,  Pennsylvania 

Please  send  the  24-page  brochure  entitled  "Your  Career  at  Koppers." 

Name 

School 

j Address 

J City State 


rich  tobacco  taste 
• modern  filter,  too 


Freshness  of  growing  things  and  softly  fragrant  air  . . . just  as  a Spring  day  like  this*re- 
freshes  you,  so  a Salem  refreshes  your  taste.  Through  Salem's  pure-white,  modern  filter  flows 
the  freshest  taste  in  cigarettes.  Smoke  refreshed,  pack  after  pack.  Buy  Salems  by  the  carton. 

Crteltd  by  I.  J.  Rtynoldi  Tobacco  Company 


